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His RoYAL HICHN ESS 
D 1 


Prince of WALES, 


THO" a prince is born a patron; yet the benevo- * 
lent diſpoſition of his heart gives a nobler titte Ip 
to the homage of the arts, than all the greatnekts 


of his power, to protect them. 
(either way) ſo much your Royal Highneſs'sunqueſtion'd 
due, that he, who aſks your leave to offer it, calls in _ 
queſtion your prerogative ; or means to fell his ac- 


Their reſpect 1s 


\ 


_ knowledgments. | i 


Tuner have not mark'd, with penetration, the di- 
ſtinction of your ſpirit, who dare look upon you as in- 
clos'd, againſt the acceſs of ſincerity. The judgment, 


and humanity, of princes are obſcur'd, by too much 

difficulty in approaching them. Nor can the benefac- 
tors of mankind be ſo far inconſiſtent with themſelves, 
as to interpoſe the obſtacles, of diſtance, or cold cere- 
mony, between their goodneſs, and our gratitude. 


j 
8 | 
IT were indeed, ſome violation of the laſt, nott0- >; | 
devote AL z Ix A to the hand, that honour'd her, in 

. . . : FED =_ 
public, with an applauſe ſo warm, and weighty, at ger 
firſt appearance on the Engliſb theatte.— When trage i 
dies are ſtrong in ſentiment, they will be touchſtones ta 


their hearers hearts. The narrow, and inhumanee | 
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will be unattentive, or unmov'd : while princely ſpirits 
like your Royal Highneſs's, (impell'd by their own con- 
ſcious tendency) ſhew an example, in their generous 


ſenſibility, how great thoughts are.receiv'd, by thoſe, 


who can think greatly. 


Your Royal Highneſs, fo perfiſting to keep reaſon 
and nature in countenance at the theatres, wou'd uni- 
verſally eſtabliſh, what you ſo openly avow. For, if 
where men love, they imitate, your example will be 


copied, by ſo many millions, that the influence of your 


attraction muſt ſoon plant your taſte: and overſpread 
three kingdoms with your laurels. 5 


Ir may at preſent be a fruitleſs, but it can never be 
an irrational wiſn, that a theatre intirely new, (if not 


rather the old ones, new-modell'd) profeſſing only 


what is ſerious, and manly, and made ſacred to the 
Intereſts of wiſdom, and virtue, might ariſe, under ſome 
powerful and popular protection to what lengths 
of improvement, wou'd not ſuch a ſpur provoke genius! 
or, ſhou'd it fail to do that, it wou'd make manifeſt, 
at leaſt, that rather wit is wanting, than encourage- 
ment: and, that theſe opprobrious excreſcencies of 
our ſtage, which, under the diſguiſe of entertainments, 
have defam'd, and inſulted, a people, had a meaner 
derivation, than from the hope of delighting our 
Princes. | | 


Ix has been a misfortune to poetry, in. this nation, 
that it was, too ſuperciliouſly, under-rated : and, (to 
acknowledge truth, on both ſides) for the moſt part, 
prattis'd too lightly. ———But, by thoſe who con- 
fider it according to the demand of its character, it will 
be found intitled, beyond many other arts, to the poli- 
tical affection of princes: for, as the great Sir Francis 


9 - Bacon 


es ß Abou 


ww 0 r= e 


Bacon has remark'd, while hiſtory but waits on fortune, 
with too ſervile a reſtriction, poetry corrects, and com- 


power to multiply their ſpecies, in new and emulative 


that gives the heat, and the enthuſiaſm; — the poet, 
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mands her: — becauſe, rectifying the obliquity of 
natural events, by a more equitable formation of ration- 
al ones, the poet, inſtead of conſtraining the mind to k 
ſuceſles, adapts, and calls out events, to the meaſures of il 
reaſon, and virtue : maintaining providence triumph- I: 
ant, againſt the oppoſitions of nature, and accident. -- | 


Dramatic poetry, in this bold purpoſe, acts with 
moſt immediate, and manifeſt, conſequence ; becauſe, 
aſſembling together all that animates, invites, or in- 
forces, it works, with incredible influence, upon the 


- Paſſions of a people: after they have been refin'd, and 


induc'd, to its reliſh.. It does this, in ſo confeſs'd a - 
degree, that our great philoſopher, above-named, 

beautifully calls it the bow of the mind: as if he had 

ſaid, the ſtage is an inſtrument, in the hands of the 
poet, as capable of giving modulation, and tone, to 
the heart ;—as the bow, to the violin, in the hand of a 
muſician. 8 8 : | 


THERE is another advantage, in poetry, which ſtill 
further intitles it to the protection of princes, who are 
lovers (like your Royal Highneſs) of ages which are 
only to hear of them. —Other arts have ſome fingle, 
and limited, effe& : but the creations of poetry, have a 
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ſucceſſions of virtue, and heroiſm : the ſeeds, as it were, 
of thoſe paſſions, which produce noble qualities, being 
ſown in all poems of genius. | 


| 
| 
Is ſuch defirable effects are, now, leſs common than. * 2 8 | 
antiently, it is only where a tuneful emptireſs is miſl= © == 
taken for poetry ; and, a calm, cold, ſenſe, convey'd | 
in unpaſſionate metre : whereas poetry has no element, | 
but paſſion ; and therefore, rhyme, turn, meaſure, are 
but fruitleſs affectations, where a ſpirit is not found, | | 
| 


to 
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to ſay all, in a word, who can be read; without excite- 
ment of emotions in the heart, having been, bufily, 
loſing his pains ; like a ſmith, who wou'd faſhion 
cold iron. He may have the regular return, in the 


deſcent of the ſtrokes, the inſignificant jyngle, in the 


ring of the ſound ; —and the hammering delight in the 


labour: — but, he has neither the penetration, the glow, 


nor the 1 parkling. 7 


Waen, in ſome unbending moment, your Royal 
Highneſs ſhall reflect, perhaps, on the moſt likely mea- 
ſures, for diminiſhing our pretences to poetry, yet aug- 
menting its eſſential growth, how kind wou'd heaven 
be, to the legitimate friends of the muſes, ſhou'd it, at 
that time, whiſper in your ear, that no art ever flouriſh- 
ed (in monarchies) till the favour of the court made it 
faſhionable ? EE, 8 


On my own part, I have- little to fay, worth the 


honour of your notice on this ſubje& ; being no more 
than an humble ſolicitor, for an event I have nothing 
to hope from. Not that I preſume to repreſent my- 
ſelf as too Stoical, to feel the advantage of diſtinction. 
I am only too buſy, to be difpoſed for purſuing it:: 


having renounc'd the world, without quitting it; that, 
ſtanding aſide in an uncrowded corner, I might eſcape 


being hurried along in the duſt of the ſhow ; and quietly 
ſee, and conſider, the whole, as it paſtes: inſtead of 


acting a part in it; and that, perhaps, but a poor 


one. 2 | 


| 22 | : } . | . | . ö . | ; 
In a fituation, ſo calm, and untroubled, there ariſes 


a ſalutary habitude, of ſuppoſing diſtinction to be 
lodg'd in the mind; and ambition, in the uſe, and 
command, of the faculties.—— Such a choice may be 


ſilent; but it is not unactive.—Nay, I am afraid, he 
whagmnakes it, is but a concealed kind of Epicure; 
notwithſtanding his pretences to forbearance, and phi- 
loſophy. For, while he partakes, in full reliſh, CRY x7 | 
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unfelt enjoyments of life, he throws nothing of it away, 


but its falſe face, and its prejudices.—He takes care to 


live at peace, in the very centre of malice, and faction: 


for, viewing greatneſs, without hope, he views it, alſo, 
without envy. 


Uron the whole, tho' there may be a ſuſpicion of 


ſomething too ſelfiſn, in this perſonal ſyſtem of liberty, 
it will free a man, in a moment, from all thoſe byaſſing 
partialities, which hang their dead weight upon judg- 
ment; and leave him, as diſintereſted a ſpectator of 
the virtues, or vices, of cotemporary greatneſs, as of 
that, which hiſtory has tranſiflitted to him, from times 
he had nothing to do-with.—-I am, therefore, ſure, it 
is no flattery, when I congratulate your Royal Highneſs, 


on the humane glories of your future reign, and thank- - 


you for a thouſand bleflings, I expect not to partake 


of, 


* 


I am, 


1 With a profound reſpecł, : | | 


a 


-3'$ TR; 


Your ROYAL Hicnness's, 


| by Moft obedient, and 1 
Das Humble, Servant, 
A. HiLL. 
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Spoke. by Mr. Jonxzon, | 


| W. 'E V cala 75 -apflation age to copied Thought, 
And Freedom floops to fleal, what Slavery n 


Such, pilf ring Poets, for why Name unfit, - 
Ae Traitor: : and renounce their Country's Wit. 

From @ French Spring, tho', frſt Alzira drew, 
Her Stream runs Engliſh, now, and flows for. Tow. 
Rich Britain borrows, but: with generous End ; | 
Hats er She takes, from France, She takes ta 5 
5 _ Net that the French avant Fire—but ste its Rage: | 
| Rant i in the Field—to flee upon the Stage. | 
French Mit is like French Politics ne drawn : 
But thin, and flimſey— A mere Cobwweb-Lawn. 


England eaves ſlow, but ſtrong : uit doubtful Head-- 


Hangs, o'er the Shuttle—but flrikes Home the Thread. 
Rouſe her loft Muſe---re-wake her ſſumb ring Scene: 
Teach Shew, to animate---and Sound, to mean. . 
Noe, while, Slow=-drawn, your dreaded _ prewall, 
And e baue Spite of ere ſpreads ny 7h Sai 
Stoop not to forfeit, Wit's all bright nin | 
Arms, Trade, and Pen ſhould guard the 1 s Fame. 


Tafte for ourſelves, — — all French Power diſdain'd! 


| Not e A a Slave, ill 11 bear his Fancy chain d. 

Off with their fripp iy Modes: their Kings in vain, 
Attempt You.---Shall their Gooks, and Taibors, reign? 
Croſs 'em---in Dreſs, Tafte, Treaties, Arms---and Dance, _ 
Scorn, ev'n a Step, that leaves the Lead, to France, 
Smile, at the Pride their light Stage-Caperer feels ! 
Firm-ſtanding Britons need no Shing Heels. 

Bleſs'd Ile ! while every groaning Nation, round, 
* to the ſervile Yoke ob Bound! 


S r T. ee rr Se eee 


Te! 


Without thy Aid, no human Hope cou d grow 


Hail, my Laſt Hope, foe celeb Lais Ls, 


PROLOGUE 
Thou ! from their Confines, and theis Mis'rigs, rent, 
Saft, Saa: ſet, Gem ! thy baun Great Continent ! \ 8 
Sheww'ft a tame, truckling World, One gen rous Land, 
Where Power neer proſper d.g in a Tyrant's Hand ! 

To. night, new Stars, that gild an alien Pole, 


Flame from the South, with free-born Fire of Soul. 
Gems, from Peru, *. than Gold, wwe bring: 


A People, ſav'd from Slaw'ry---by this King N 


Rome's bloody Sword-knot, js Church» Ribbands tied: 5 
And Zeal, and Depredation, cloſe allied, | 
Inſuli reveng d, by Freedom's broken Chain : 
Repuls'd Ankitha-— ex corrected Spain. 
Lend your brave Hand- Befriend our Patriet-Cauſe, _ 
What Briton wars---on Liberty, and Laws I 

Oh, Liberty! thou Sun-ſhine of the Heart? 
Thou Smils of Nature! and thou Soul of Art 7 
And Love, and Wealth, and Wiſdom, vere 3 Wa oe. * 
Here you muſt dwell.---T hy Face no Slave dares ſee : 


And who, not Britiſh born, is noxw left free? 


Hither, from Rom®, thy Taſte, thy Genius, fies: * 


For Fancy cannot hve---aubere Courage dies. 


Wi 5 think, talk, aurite, and a@,---for 

Yet---avou'd you build my Fabric, to —_ | 
Be your Hearts warm---but, let your Hands, be pure. 
Newer, to ſhine, Npunſelves, Your country fall. 
Diſdlac'd, think nobly : when in Power, att awell. 
Combine, like modern—fight, like antient Rome. 
War but abroad. -O, taſie feet Peace, at home. 
> 10 Self-ſerver Gael T, ruſt betray. 0 

No Pique, no Party, bar the Public Way. 

Front an arm'd World, avith Union on Your Side : 
No Fae ſhall ſhake you---if no Friends divide, 


- 
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for the Spaniards, _- 
1 Don ALvarez, Father of Don 4 | Mr. Giferd. 


. - Carlos, and former Viceroy 


— Cnr.” ee $$ ax: 2 
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Part of Fe Country, 


Ezmonr, Indian Sovereign, 5 Mr, Hevard. 


another Part, 
K ALzIRA, Daughter if Lamont, Mrs. ce « 


EuIRA, J Akira Memen. 
ene | 


*% 


Spaniſh and Ametican Captains and Soldiers, 


Scene, in the City of LIMA. 


4 


[ ; Don 8 Viceroy of Peru, T Mr. 355 Giffri 


be. Zamor, Indian Sovereign, of oy. Mr. 7. 


. 
ACTI NAA 


Don ALVAREZ, Don Can. 


* 


1 EZ. 


- 


A Has, to a ſon, I love, transferr'd m pow' r. 
Garks, rule, happy: be a Yzceroy, long: 

Long, for thy prince, and for thy God, maintain 
This younger, richer, lovelier, half the lobe; 
Too fruitful, heretofore, in wrongs, and blood: 
Crimes, the lamented growths of pow'rful gold! 
Safe, to thy abler hand, devolve reſign dw. 
Thoſe ſov'reign honours, which opprefs'd my years, 
And dimm'd the feeble lamp of waſted age. 

Gar. Long may it ſhine, and warm us with its rays? 

Alv. It has too long, but not unuſeful, and. 
I; firſt, o'er wond' ring Mexico, in arms, 
March'd the new horrors of a world unknown! 
T- ſteer'd. the floating tow'rs of fearleſs Spain 
Through the plow'd boſom of an untried ſea. 

Too happy, had my labours been ſo bleſs'd, 
To change my brave aſlociates rugged ſouls, 
And ſoften ä heroes into men. . 


1 


length, the council, partial to my praye,.. ] | 


. C4 2 f 
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Their cruelties, my ſon, eclips'd their glory ; | 
And I have wept a conqu'ror's ſplendid ame, 
Whom heav'n not better made, and, yet, made, great! 

Weary'd at length, I reach my life's laſt verge ; 
Where I ſhall, peaceful, veil my eyes in reſt ; 

If, ere they cloſe, they but behold my Carlas 
Ruling Poros realm, by Chriſtian laws, = 
And making gold more rich, by gifts from heav'n. 
Car. Taught and ſupported, by your great example, 
I learnt, beneath your eye, to conquer, realms, 
Which, by your councils, I may learn to govern ; 
Giving thoſe laws, I firſt receive from you. 

Av. Not ſo.— Divided pow'r is pow'r diſarm'd. 
Out-worn by labour, and decay'd by time, : 
Pomp is no more my wiſh. Enough, for me, 

That, heard in council, age may temper raſhneſs. 

Gar. Were it not nobler, ſtill to hold faſt pow'r ? 

Alu. Truſt me, mankind but ill rewards the pains 
Of over- prompt amhition.—— Tis, now, tine 
To give my long- neglected God thoſe hours, 

Which cloſe the languid period of my days. 
One only gift I aſk : refuſe not that. 

As friend, I aſk it; and, as father, claim. 

Pardon thoſe poor Americans, condemn'd, 
For wand'ring 3 and, this morning, ſeiz d. 

To my diſpoſal give em kindly up, 
That liberty, unhop'd, may charm the more. 

A day like this ſnould merit ſmiles from all; 

And mercy, ſofb ning juſtice, mark it bleſs c. 

Car. Sir, all, that fathers aſk, they muſt command. 
Yet, condeſcend to recollect, how far „ 

Compaſſion, undeſerv'd, might hazard al 

Atv. Curious, but innocent, they ſtraggled hither. 

Car. In infant-towns, like ours, methinks twere ſafe, 
Not to familiarize theſe ſavage clans. 

If we permit their ſpies to look too near us, 

We teach em, at our coſt, to ſlight thoſe fires, 
They once flew trembling from, when diſtant ſeen. 

8 e | Frowning 
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The gods themſelves, in this ferocious clime, 
Till they look grim with blood, excite no dread. 


His peaceful name ! and ſhall we dare convert 
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Frowning revenge, and Gas of axial dread, 
Not ſmiling pity, tames theſe ſullen ſouls. 

The four American, unbroke, and wild, 
Spurns, with indignant rage, and bites his chain; 
Humble, if puniſh'd ; if regarded, fierce. - 

Pow'r fickens by forbearance : rigid men, 

Who feel not pity's.pangs, are beſt obey'd. 
Spaniards, tis true, impell'd by honour's * 
Submit, unmurm ring; and, unforc'd, go right: 
But barb'rous nations muſt be held by 3 
Rein'd, and ſpurr'd hard, and bow'd to due controul. 


3 d 5 
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Av. Away, my fon, with theſe deteſted ſchemes? = 
Periſh ſuch politic reproach of rule! | 
Are not we captains in our Maker's cauſe, | | 
O'er a new Chriſtian world to ſtretch his name, 


By murders, which our holy cheats call zeal ? 
Shall we diſpeople realms, and kill, to ſave? 

No, my miſguided Carlos, the broad eye 
Of orfe refs. takes in all mankind. 

His laws expand the heart ; and rev'rend madman, | 
Who, by deſtruction, would extend belief, VEE 
Stamp in theſe Indians honeſt breaſts a ſcorn ; 
Of all we teach, from what they ſee, we do. 

Car. Yet, the learn'd props of our unerring church 
Taught my late youth, committed to their care, 
That ignorance, averſe, muſt be compell'd. 

Atv. Our prieſts are all for vengeance, force, and _ 
And only in his thunder, act their got. 

Hence, we ſeem thieves ; and what we ſeem, we are. 
Spain has robb'd every growth of this new world, 
But its plain, honeſt, nature! vain, unjuſt, 


Proud, cruel, covetous, we, we, alone, 

Are the Barbarians, here an Indian heart 
Equals, in courage, the moſt prompt of ours: 
But, in ſimplicity of artleſs truth, 

And every in · felt yirtue's WR excels us. 
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When Talone ſurviv'd, ſome Indian archers 


— 2 - 4 a A - 
. — 
— $96 + an. atm 
„ , f 
FR p 


10 Truſt me, 


4 L Z 1 A. 5 
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Car. Were poliſt'd manners theirs, their truth were 
ovely. 

Av. Had they, like us, been bloody ; had they not. 
By pity's pow'r been mov d, and mercy's love; 
No ſon of mine had heard a father, now. 
Reprove his erring raſnneſs. You. forget, 
That, when a pris'ner, in their hands, then lately 
Gall'd and provok'd by ev'ry cruel wrong, 


% 


Knew me, and ſuddenly pronounc'd my name. 
At once their bows, unbrac'd, o'erſpread the. ground; 


And a young ſavage chief, whom, yet, I know not, 


Graceful, approach'd; and, kneeling, preſs'd my knees. 
1 Alvarez is it you, (he cry'd)—live, long! 
« O urs be your virtue, but not ours your blood ! 


* Live———and inſtru oppyeſſors, to be lov d.? 
— Þleſs'd be thoſe tears, my ſon I think, you weep) 


Joy to your ſoft” ning ſoul ! humanity. 
as pow'r, in nature's right, beyond a father. 
Car. He who unmov'd can hear ſuch worth, has none. 


Atv. But, from what motive ſprang this late decline, 


From clemency of heart to new-born rigour? 
Had you been always cruel, with what brow 


Cou'd you have hop'd: to charm the lov'd Attire 2. 


Heireſs to realms, diſpeopled by your ſword ne 

At once your captive, ſhe—and conqu'ror, too. 5 

with women worth a wiſe man's.wiſh,. 

The ſofteſt lover, ever, beſt ſucceeds. 
Car. Sir, I obey : your pleaſure IHE te their chains; 

Nut is it not our duty to convert em? 

So, runs the king's command. — 80, wills the church. 


So thrives religion, and compels the blind : 


So, draws our holy altar ſouls, by force, 


Till oppoſition dies, and fleeps in peace: 
So, links, a govern'd world, in.faith's ſtrong chain; 7 
And but one monarch ſerves ; and but one God. 


Av. Hear me, my. fon, —That, en, in his 
new world, 4 


Religion may erect her holy throne, | 


3 


ws 


-T-am inſtructed, and ennobled, by em! 


To breathe perſuaſion, and un-charm reſolves, 


Vet will I ne'er, to ſooth unyielding ſcorn, 


Bid him command his daughter to be kind. 


A L-Z1R A, 


Ts what, with ardent zeal, my ſoul defires'! 
Let heav'n and Spainfind, here, no future foe? 
Yet, ne'er ſhall perſecution” s offspring thrive : . 
For the forc'd heart ſubmits but to reſiſt. 
Reaſon gains all men, by compelling none. 
Mercy was always heav'n's.diſtinguiſh'd mark: 
And he, who bears it not, has no friend there. 
Car. Your reaſons, like your arms, are ſure to t 


Indulgent virtue dwells in all you ſay, | 
And ſoftens, while you ſpeak, the liſt ning foul! 
Since heay'n has bleſs'd you with this pow'rful gift, 


o = 


Pronounce me Favour'd, and you make me fo. 
Warm my Alxira's coldneſs; mould:her heart; 
And teach her to be mine. ——1 love that maid, 
Spite of my pride ! - bluſh at it—but, love on, 
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Unman the ſoldier, in the lover's cauſe. _ 

I cannot fan, too long, this hopeleſs flame; 
But I can die, to quench it. Aid my paſſion: 
You can do all things with AHlxira's father. 


Bid him—but, whither- would my love miſlead me! 
Forgive the blind preſumption, of a'with, | 
That, to my weakneſs ſtoops my father's rank; 


And ſends him, beggar to an Indian's door 


Alv. Tis done, already. I have urg'd it to him. 
Ezmont has mov'd his daughter, in your, cauſe: 
Wait the r'd event. Heav'n has been kind; 
Since chele Maſtrious captives, both, are Chriſtians: | 
Exmont, my convert, and his daughter, W... 7 
Alxira governs a whole people's mind: 5 
Each watchful Indian reads her ſtudy d eye, 

And to her heatt's firſt wiſh, conforms his own. . . 
Your marriage will unite two diſtant worlds: 5 
For, when the ſtern repiner at our pow r, L 
Sees, in your arms, the daughter of his Ki 


His: Cs. — ſhall court the yoke he corn d., . ; 
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Look, where good Ezmont comes !-—Retire, my ſon: 
And leave me to complete the taſł begun. [Exit Car. 
Enter Ex M r. : 
Welcome, my friend: your council, or command 

Has left, I hope, Alxira well reſolv d. 
Ezm. Great father of the friendleſs Pardon, yet, 
If one, whoſe ſword ſeem'd fatal to her race, 
Keeps her heart cold, with ſome remains of horror. 
We move with ling' ring ſteps, to thoſe we fear. 
But prejudice Wl fly, before your voice; 
Whoſe winning manners conſecrate your laws, 
To you, who gave us heav'n, our earth is due. 
Yours our new being ! our enlighten'd ſouls ! | 
Spain may hold realms, by -purchaſe of her ſword : 
And worlds may yield to-pow'r—— but we to virtue. 
Atv. "Twas heav'n's the glorious change———Be 
haeeav'n's the praiſe !. 3 
Exm. Your bloody nation's unſucceeding pride 
Had made their God diſguſtful as-their-crimes ! 
We ſaw him, hateful, in their murd'rous zeal; 
But lov'd him, in your merey. From your heart, 
His influence ſtream'd accepted: and my crown, 
My daughter, and my ſoul, became your ſlaves. 
Father, at once, of Carios, and of me, 
IT give him my Alxira, for your ſake: . 
And, with her, give Poteſi, and Peru. 
Summon the rev'rent choir; prepare the rites : 
And truſt my promiſe, for my daughter's will. 
Alu. Bleſs'd be the long>wiſh'd union This joy paſt, 
1 ſhall go down in peace, and hail my grave. 
Thou! great Inſpirer! whoſe almighty, hand 
Drew the dark veil afide, Fan wats a world, 
Smile on theſe nuptials, which, confirm'd by thee, 
Shall, in one empire, graſp the circled globe, 

And taſk the ſun's whole round, to meaſure Spain? 
Ezmont, farewel -I go, to greet my ſon, 
With welcome news, how much he owes my friend. Ex. 

EzMONT, 
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hy Oh! f nam Pow'r, unequal'd, and hy 
| Whoſe dreadful vengeance overwhelm'd, at once, 
: My country, and her gods, too weak to ſave! - 
1 Protect my failing years from new diſtreſs. 
KRobb' d of my all; but one dear daughter left me! 
et, Oh! guard her heart ; and guide her to Us bliſs' d! 


x Enter Alzina. 
Smile, and be happy, while good-fortune courts . 
| these: 
| And, in thy bleſling, chear thy country's'woe. 
x protect the vanquiſh'd : rule the victor's will: 
Seize the bent thunder, in his lifted hand; 
And, from deſpair's low ſeat, remount a throne. 
A I have no wiſh to charm— no joy, to reign. 
Ezm. Lend the lov'd/public thy reluctant heart; 
And, in the joy of millions, find thy own. FT 
Nay, do not weep, Azira: tears will now, 
Seem inſults; and reproach thy father's care. 
Alx. Sir, if Alzira's peace was ever dear, 
Shut not your ear to my deſpairing grief. 
Ezm, Urge it no more: it is an ill-tim'd forrow. 
Away! Thad thy kind conſent before. e 
Alx. No—You compel the frightful : ſacrifice: | 
And, ah! remorſeleſs heav'n! at what a time! 
When the rais 'd ſword of this all-murd'ring lover 
Hangs o'er my people's heads, with threat ning ſway, 
Io ſtrike the trembling remnant from my fight, 
paſt; And mark my nuptiab day, their day of death! 
Omens on omens have pronounc'd it curs' de. a 
Ezm. Quit theſe vain fears, theſe ſoperſtitious dreams : 
Of unconfiding ignorance ! What day? © 
„ What omens We ourſelves, who chuſe our a 
Make our own days, or happy, or accurs'd. 
Alx. Twas on this day, the pride of all our ſlate, p | 
Zamor, the great the warlike Zamor, fell; : 
Ex. Zamor, my lover, and your purpos'd ſon. | 
NT, | Cc „ 
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Exm. Zamor was brave: and I have mourn'd his fall. 
But the cold grave diſſolves ev'n lovers“ vows. 
Bear to the altar, then, a heart reſoly'd : | 


And bid thy ſummon'd virtue prop thy weakneſs, 


Is not thy ſoul enroll'd a Chriſtian? hear me 

The aweful Pow'r, that lent the Chriſtians name, 

Speaks, in my voice; commands thee te be won. 

Hear him: and learn obedience to his will. 

Alx. Alas, my father! ſpare this dreadful zeal. 

Has not the parent ſpoke ? why ſpeaks the God ? 

I know, and I confeſs, a father's pow'r: 

At his command, to ſacrifice the life 

He gave me, is a duty, nature taught. 

But, my obedience paſſes nature's bounds; 

Whate'er I lee, is, with my father's eyes; 

Whate'er J love, is, with my father's taſte ; 

I chang'd my very gods, and took my "ray "© Me 

Yet, has this father, piouſly ſevere, | 

Wrong' d my believing weakneſs, and undone me. 
You told me, to compoſe my troubled. heart, 

Peace held her dwelling at the altar's foot. 

Vou told me, that religion cur'd deſpair; - 

And ſoften'd every pang, that pierc'd the ſoul. _ 

All, all, was kind deceit! all, dear deluſion! 

Mix'd with th impreſſion of an-aweful God 

A human image ſtruggles in my heart. 

And checks my willing virtue, in its riſing. 


Zamor, tho'dead-to nature, lives, to- love. 


Zamor ſtill triumphs in Alxira's breaſt; 
Lord of her ſoul, and holds back all her wiſhes. 
Vou frowu— Alas! you blame a guilt you caus d. 


Quench then this flame, for one you bad me love, 


And force me to be his, whom moſt I hate. 
If my dear country calls, I muſt reſign. 
Yet, when you drag me to the altar's, foot, 
. Tremble, to hear my tongue deceive my God 
| To hear me, to your dreadful choice devote 
4 heart, that. beats anchang 'd, another 8 due. 
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Let me conjure thee, to be bleſs'd, thyſelf, 


For thy own ſake, not mine, aſſiſt my care. 


| Why ſaid I thine ? tis a whole people's fate! 
| Wilt thou betray 'em ? have they other help? 


Vet, bind, in recompence, my chains, more cloſet: 


Let me attract, not ſentence I would owe you, 1985 
All, to yourſelf: nor could I taſte a pleaſure, | 


* 
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Exzm. Alas, my child, what unweigh'd words are 
theſe! 6-7 


Pity my age, unfit fox Jength'ning woes: 
Weakneſs aſks reſt: pity theſe falling tears. 
By all our fates, that all depend on thee, 
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Nor cloſe in wretchedneſs my life's laſt ſcene. 
Why wou'd I live, but to redeem thy hopes? 


Blaft not the rip'ning proſpe& of thy peace, 
Hard, and, with labour'd patience, ſlowly grown, 
Now, on thy inſtant choice, depends thy fate! 
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Have they one hope, but thee ?—think, think, Alxira; 

And nobly loſe thyſelf, to ſave a ſtate. [ Exit. . 
Alx. Cruel accompliſhment ! ſublime defect! 

So ſtrain we virtues, to become a throne, 

Till public duty drowns our private. truth. 
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1 Enter Don CaRLOS. 
Car. Princeſs, you give a lover cauſe to doubt, 
That this long labour of your ſlow conſent _ 
Springs from a heart too cold to feel his lame. 
While, for your ſake, ſuſpended law forbears - 
To pnniſh rebels, whom you wiſh to ſave, 
Ungrateful, you demand a nation's freedom ; 
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But, miſconceive me not. I would not owe. 
A ſoften'd ſentiment to having ſerv!d you: 
That were to bribe a heart my pride would win. 


I ſhould mix bluſhes with a bridegroom's joy, 
If, as my perquiſite of pow'r, I gain'd you. 
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That, in your giving it, might coſt you pain. | 

Alx. Join, in my fruitleſs pray'rs to angry heavin— 

This dreadful day comes charg'd with pains, for both. * 
No wonder you detect my troubled foul 2 „ 5 
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It burſts unveil'd from my reproachful eyes, 
And glows on ev'ry feature's honeſt air. 
Such is the plainneſs of an Indian heart, 
That it diſdains to ſculk behind the tongue; 
But throws out all its wrongs, in all its rage. 
She who can hide her purpoſe, can betray : 
And that's a Chriſtian virtue, I've not learnt. 


Zamor, remember'd Zamor, ſpeaks, in this. 
With hatred, ſtretch'd beyond th' extent of life, 
He croſſes, from the tomb, his conqu'ror's will ; 
And, felt thro' death, revenges rival love. 
Ceaſe to complain, and you may learn to hear. 
My fame, your duty, both, require a change. 
And, I muſt wiſh, it were from tears, to joy. 

Ax. A rival's grave ſhould bury jealouly. 
But, whence your right, to cenſure ſorrow for him ? 
IT lov'd him: I proclaim it. Had I not, 
J had been blind to Tenſe, and loſt to reaſon. 
Zamor was all the prop of our fall'n world: 
And (but he lov'd me much) confeſs d no weakneſs ! 
Had I not mourn'd a fate, he not deſerv'd, 
I had deſerv'd the fate, he felt unjuſtly. 
Fo you,—be proud no more: but dare be honeſt. 
Far from preſuming to reproach my tears, 
Honour my conſtancy ; and praiſe my virtue. 
| Ceale to regret the dues I pay the dead: 


: Dox CarLos Alus. | 
Spite of my fruitleſs paſſion, I approve her! 
The pride, ſhe darts with this ſincere diſdain, 
Aſtoniſhes my hope : and charms my anger. 


To tame one female heart, than all Peru! 
Nature, adapting her to ſuit her climate, 
Left her all ſavage, yet all ſhining, too! 
Baut, tis my duty to be maſter, here ; 5 
Where (ſhe alone at all bays. 


Car. I love your frankneſs, but reproach its cauſe. 


And merit, if you can, a heart thus faithful, | [Exit. 


What, then, ſhall I reſolve ?—lIt is more hard, 
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I, who too faintly would hk heart "OY | 
Can force her ſtubborn hand, and fix her mine. 
Mine ?—Were it mine? to chain th' unwilling gueſt? 
And claſp reluctant ſcorn, to freeze my breaſt? 
Lions love ſo!— Tis man's more gen rous part, 
To win the willing mind, and — 5 the heart. 
Then, mix the meeting ſouls.— Then, love's fierce fire 
KC Glows pure : and reaſon conſecrates deſire. 


A E 
Zanon, and. | four Indian Cr in chains. 


Z amor. | 
Fama, we have dar'd beyond the ſtrength of 
mortals ! 
Our courage ſmil'd at doubts, and grew in danger! 
Now, let us try the brave man's laſt redemption 
Now, ſince we loſt our vengeance, let death find us! 
Why ſhould we, longer, be condemn'd to life, 
Defenceleſs to our country, and Alira? | 
Capr. Yet, why ſhould Spani/ Carlos ſcape our ſwords ? ? 
N Why thrive, beneath a weight of un- check'd crimes & 
Zam. Add, Why has heav'n forſaken, us, and virtue? 
Ve ſtrengthleſs pow'rs! whoſe altars ſmoak'd in vain! 
| Gods, of a faithful, yet a cheated, people! 
it, Why have you thus, betray'd us, to the foe? 
hy had fix hundred Spaniſb wagrants power 
To cruſh my throne, your temples, rites, and you? 
Where are your altars? where my glones, now? 
Where is Alzira ? more, herſelf, a | 
Than your collected queens, of fancied heav'n! 
2 Helpleſs, once more, thou ſeeſt me,—loſt Peru? 
O'er ſhifting ſands, through deſarts, croſs'd in vain, | 
From foreſt-wilds impervious ta the ſun ; : 
From the world's waſtes, beneath the burning zone, 
I brought thee unhop'd aid! the wond' ng ſtars  : 
n me, gath ring from remoteſt wilds, | 
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New ſtrength, new proſpe&s--and new means —to die! 
Your arms, your furtherance, your vaſt ſupport, | 
New-furniſh'd my defires, and wing'd my rage! 
Vengeance and love, once more, had mann'd. my heart. 
But, ah ! how vain. that love! how loft that vengeance! 
The ſlaves of awarice ate honour's maſters! 
Capt. Raſh, in the neighb'ring wood; we left our 


| forces, | 135 | 4 
Paſſing, too bold, their city's guarded gate, * 
Blind, weak, and unſupported, —mad diſcov'rers! 2 

Zam. Seiz d' but this morning; now from diff rent: NWh 

| Fil, SE Lee Wh 
Th infernal murderers have hither brought us, Son 
Unknowing to what death, tho' ſure to die. n. 
Yet, it o' erjoys me, wo have met, once more, I cc 
Bat where? what place is this? has none yet heard 
Who governs, here? what fate A/zira found? Art 


Whether her father is, like us, their ſlave? 


N of 
Dear, wretched friends, who ſhare a- death, my due, 2 
Can none inſtruct me, what I wiſh to know? _ ; 
Capt. From ſep'rate priſons, hither led, like you; 1 
Thro' diff rent ſtreets we came, the cauſe not known: 
All uninform'd of what you. ſeek to learn. 
Great, but unhappy Prince! deſerving, long, 4 
A nobler fate! each filent ſoul laments 
Its want of pow'r to ſave ſo lov'd a leader. 1 
Now to die with you, is our nobleſt claim, *. 
Since, to die for you, was a choice denied us. | 
Zam. Next the wiſh'd glory of ſucceſs, in war, Th 
The greateſt is to die, renown'd, for virtue: 8 Th 
But, to die noteleſs, in the ſilent dark, 3ͤͥͤͥ ð Pre 
Is ro die, ſcorn'd, and ſhame our tuffring country! An 
We fall, undignify'd, by villains? hands: | : 
A ſacrifice to Europe's outcalt blood-hounds! 
Men, rais'd by other's wrongs, and poorly rich, Ch 
Wich others' plunder'd treaſure! curs'd be theſe: In 
| butchers ! | e | Tt 


Blood-flain'd infulters of a yielded world! | 
Kiflers, wha give up kings, to tire their tortures, 


But 
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But, for diſcovery of the gold we com f e-14f1 
1: droſs, leſs valu'd, and leſs wiſh d, than they 3 | 
o be, in death, the cauſe of my friends dying! 
o die, and leave Alzira, to my murderers |. 

his is a death of horror, not of fame ! 

This is the body's » ſhakes the ſoul 1 


eart, 
nce! 
ur Enter ALVAREz, , with a guard of Spaniards, 
Av. Live: and be fre. | 
I 8paniſn Seldjers unfetter the Indians . 
2 ve gods, of loſt Peru! * | 
nt: MW What did I hear —ſaid he, Be free and live? 
What vaſt, myſterious, accident of virtue ? 
some pow'r divine, in ſport deceives my wonder! 
Thouſeem'ft a Spaniard /—and— but thou -forgiv'ſt, 
I cou'd have ſworn thee, e Who; what | art | 
d thou? | | 
Art thou ſome god? or this new city s kings? 
Av. Chriſtian lam; and Spariard: but no King. 9 5 
e, Zam. What is thy pow'r ? | 
Alu. To fave the weak, diſtreſs d. : 
Zam. What thy diſtinQion ; fay, thou gen'rous 
wonder ? 
Av. The love of pity, when. the -wretched want it. 
Zam. Pity ! and Chriſtian! hat inſpir'd thy 
oreatneſs.? . 
Atv. My memory. my raw, and my Bad., 
Zam. Thy God ?—I have it nom - theſe hungry _. 
©  waſters, | 
Theſe human . „ It but forms of men; 
Theſe thirſters after only gold and blood; 
From ſome coarſe, lawleſs, part of Europe, came; 2 
I And ſerve ſome bloodier god, that wars with thine! 
Alv. Their faith the hams: with mine, but not their 
: nature: PAT F N | 8 
chi by birth, by error > ths e he 
In pow'r grown giddy, they diſgrace command. 
Thou ww their faults too well: now, know my 
ut. 
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Twice has the ſun's broad traverſe girtthe Elbe 
Twice wheel/dithe ſummer round your world, and ours; 
Since a brave Þ:dran, native of your land, . 
To whom ſurprize in ambuſh' made me captive, 

Gave me the forfeit life his ſword had won. 
The unexpected, mercy forc d my bluſnes: 
For I perceiv'd, compaſſion of your Woes, | 
Was but a duty, when I thought, 'twas virtue. 
Thenceforth, your countrymen became my brothers: 
And I have, now, but one complaint againſt them , 
That I muſt never know, his name, who ſav'd me. 
Zam. He has Alvarez's voice! he has his features ! 
His age the ſame, too; and the ſame his ſtory * 
»Tis he! there is no other honeſt Chriſtian. 
Look on us all: and recollect his face, | 5 
Who wiſely ſpar'd thy life, to ſpread thy virtues. 
Av. Come nearer, noble youth. — By heav'n tis he! 
Now, my dim eyes, you teach me my decay, 
That cou'd not let me ſee my wiſh indulg d, 
But clouded ev'n my gratitude !—my NES © 
My benefactor! ſaviour of my age! T9 
What can I do! inſtruct me to deferve thee. 
Dwell in my ſight; and I will be thy father. 
Thou wilt have loit the merit of thy gift, 1 
If from the pow'r it gave, thou elaim'ſt no payment. 
Zam. Truſt me, my father, had thy Sparz/# ſons ,. 
 Shewn but a glimm'ring of thy awful virtue, 3 
Grateful Peru, now, Aba theirs, N 
_ Had been a peopled world, of willing ſlaves. 
Rather than live, among that felon-race, | 
Tanke, take me, filent death; and ſcreen my ſoul 
From the rehefleſs rage of un-felt curſes. Fig 
All I wou'd aſk, all I will take, from Spain, 
| Is but, to be inform'd, if Ezmont lives? 5 
Or, has his blood new-ſtain'd their hands with murder? 
Ezmont *—pertiaps you knew him not ?—that Ezmont, 
Who was Alæira s father 10 muſt ſtop. | 


And 


1 2 1 1M 
And weep——before 1 dare go on, to 8 
Whether — that father, —and that daughter: live? 
Alo. Hide = thy tears: weep boldly—and be: 
rou 
To give £ flowing virtue manly way. 85 | 
'Tis nature's mark, to know an honeſt heart by. | 
Shame on thoſe breaſts of ftone, that cannot melt, 
In ſoft adoption of another's ſorrow. 
But, be thou comforted : for, both thy friends þ 
Live; and are happy, here. —— . * 
Zam. — And, ſhall I ſee em? | = 
Alu. — within this hour, ſhall teach his friend,. 
To live, and hope——and be as bleſs'd, as he. | | 
Zam. Alzira's Ezmont ? 
Alv. — From his mouth, not mine,. | 
Thou ſhalt, this moment, learn, whate'er thou ſeekt.. 
He ſhall inſtru thee in a ſmiling change, 2 
That has united Spain, with ſavd Peru. 
J have a ſon, to bleſs, with this new joy: 
He will partake my gratitude, and love thee: 
Il quit thee, —— but will inſtantly return: 
To charm thee with this unions: happy ſtory, 
That nothing, now, on earth, bas pow'r to ſever: 
Yer, which, once clos'd, ſhall quiet warring worlds. 
Exit, with — 
Za. At length, thi awak'ning gods remember 
Zamor, 
And to atone my wrongs, by working wonders, 
Have made one Spaniard honeſt, to reward me! _ . 
Ind. Capt. Alvarez is, himſelf, the Chriſtian's God . 
Who, long provok'd, and bluſhing at their crimes,. N 
In his own right deſcends, to veil their ſhame. 
Zam. He iays, he has a ſon: that ſon ſhall be 
My brother; if at leaſt, he does but prove * 
Worthy (could man de ſo) of ſuch a father! 
Ind. Capt. O, day! O, dawn of hope, on our fad”. 
hearts! 
Zam. Exmont, now, after three long years, of woe, 
1 ane. Aura 's father, i is 8 me | 


— 
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Alxira too, the dear, the gen'rous maid ! - 


— 


She, whom my ſighing ſoul has been at work for! by 
She, who has made me- brave, and left me wretched ! 


Axira too, is here; and lives, to thank me. 


+ + > 5. Paw DAGOUT. 
Oh! ye profuſe rewarders of my pain! 


He comes! my Ezmont comes !—ſpring of my hopes 8 


Thou father of my lab'ring mind's inſpirer ! 
Hard let me preſs thee, to a heart that loves thee. 


_ Eſcap'd from death, behold returning Zamor. 


He will not, cannot die, while there is hope, 
That he may live to ſerve a ſuff ring friend. 
— Speak to me—be thy firſt ſoft word Alzira ? 


Say, ſhe is here: and bleſs'd, as heav'n can make her. 


Ex. Unhappy Prince !—ſhe lives—nor lives remote, 
Words cannot reach deſcription of her grief, Ec 
Since firſt the news of thy ſad death was brought her. 
Long dwelt ſhe, ſorrowing, o'er an empty tomb, _ 
Which, for thy fancied form, ſhe rais'd to weep on-. 
But thou till liv'ſt !—amazing chance !—thou liv'ſt! 
Heavn grant ſome doubtful means to bleſs thee, long, 
And make thy life as happy—as tis ſtrange !. 


What brought thee hither, Zamor? 


Zam. Cruel queſtion! Fn 
Colder, than all the deaths I have eſcap'd from! 
Why doſt thou aſk ?—where elſe cou'd 1 have hop'd 
To find, and to redeem, thyſelf, and daughter 
Ex. Say that no more tis miſery, to hear it. 
Zam. Bethink thee of the black, the direful day, 
When that vile Spani ard Carlos, (curſe the name!) 
Invulnerable, or to ſword or pity, + ho ; 
O'erturn'd thoſe walls, which time, when young, ſaw 
„ = BE; i | 
By earth-attraRed children of the ſun. _ 
Periſh his name! and Oh! be curs'd my fate, 
Who, yet, no nearer brought him, than to thought, 


[ . . 
In horror of his murders! 'twas the wretch, 


| Who bears that name, of Carlu, blaſted all. 
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ſpread ! N . N 4 
Twas in that name, they dragg'd Alxira fron. me; 
Bury'd in duſt the temples of our gods: 
And ſtain'd with the ſurrounding off'rers blood, 
Their violated altars! the ſnock d pow'r, 
That ſmil'd expectant, on our marriage vow, 
Ruſh'd back, and preſs' d in vain his brother gods, 
To vindicate their empire. Spain's dark pow'r 
Prevail'd : and I was captive led to Carlos. 
Ez. Alas! I know, too well, thy direful tory. 
Zam. I will-not terrify thy pitying breaſt, 


Twill not tell thee, then, to what ſlow tortures 


That villain Spaniard's avarice condemn'd me; 
Condemn'd me, Exmont, for the ſake of gold! 
Gold, the divinity of beggar Spain; 

But our neglected refuge |! —Tis enough, 
That, almoſt lifeleſs, midſt their torments left, 
And ſeeming dead, they, (tir'd, not ſatisfied) 
Forbore, becauſe I felt not. I reviv'd, 

To feel, once more, but never to forget, 
The grindings of their inſult. Three long years 


Have lent me friends, and hopes, and arms, for venge ; 


ance. 3 2 
Cloſe ambuſh'd, in the neighb'ring woods they lie, 
Sworn, the revengers of their bleeding country. 

Ex. Alas! my heart compaſſionates thy wrongs : 
But, do not ſeek a ruin, that would ſhun the. 
What can thy flint-arm'd Indians courage do? 
What can weak arrows, ſpoils of fiſhes bones? 


— 


How can brave, naked, untrain'd, warriors conquer 


* 


Unequally oppos'd to iron men: 
Of woundleſs boſoms, coated o'er with ſafety 
Arm'd too with miſſive thunders in their hand, 
That ſtream death on us, ſwifter than the winds! 
No—fince the world, they: ſay, has yielded to em, 
Yield Zamer, and Peru; and let em reign. * 


* 
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Ex. Why dwells thy anger on that fingle name? | 
Zam. Lwas in that name, pillage and ſlaughter 
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"<a Let the world yield—Zamer will always nf 
Some gen'rous corner, in it, fit for freedom. Fo 
Grant I were born to ſerve; obedience claims 
Returns: claims benefit; protection; favour: 
Outrage and wrongs can claim correction only. | 
Their lightnings and their thunders; their ſafe * 
Caſes for fear, which guard their iron- war 
T heir fiery ſteeds, that tear the trampled earth, 
And hurl fierce riders headlong on the foe ; 
"Theſe outward forms of death, that fright the nt. 
I can look ſteadfaſt, on; and dare vu 
The novelty once loſt, the force will fail. 
Curſe on our feeble gold it calls in 1 
Vet, helps not to repel the wrongs it draws ! 
Oh ! had but ſteel been ours 
Ex. No—partial heav'n 
Has, with that manly wealth, enrich'd our foe! 
- Zam. Yet, not to leave our vengeance quite difarm'd, 
Depriving us of ſteel, it gave us virtue, 
Ex. Virtue was bled, of old ——but,—times 
are Chang'd, | 
Zam. No matter—let us keep! our kearts, the ſame. 
Tho' the ſtars chang'd their courſe, virtue were virtue. 
Alxira cannot change: Alxira's juſt. | 
Alzira's faithful, to her vows, and me. 
Ex. Ah! do not name th' unhappy maill, to too 
d tenderly. 
Zam. Save me, ye gods'! from a friend's. downcalt 


Whence N ſighs, and tears? | 

Ez. Too wretched Zamor! 

Zam. Not wretched—if Alzira's father's mine. 
Theſe tyrants cannot, ſure, unking thy ſoul?! 
And teach a monarch's heart to rials at danger 

Ez. They cannot. Lis a change I will not feel. 
Nor are our conqu'rors, all, unjuſt:—for, know, 
Twas heav'n induc'd theſc Chriſtians to our clime, 
Leſs to ſubdue, than ſaue. Friends to che ſoul, 


"They 


rr „ 


4 They brought inſtruction with them, here unfound: | 
| Doarines immortal, that can tread on death! N . 
The ſcience, of ſalvation, by belief! | ji 
The art, of living bleſs'd, and dying, fafe ! HAT 

| Zam. Or J am deaf: or, wou'd to heav'n, I were! 
Ss But, if I heard thee, right thou ſeem'ſ to Praiſe | 
Theſe pilf ring zealots, who uſurp thy throne, 1H 
And would convert thy een to a e 1 5 q 

Ex. Alxira is no ſlave. | | | 


Zam. Bleſs royal Ezmont! > 0 3 | 
Pardon ſome tranſport, which deſpair inflam' d; > 
And, to great woes, indulge a little warmth. 1 
If not a llave, ſhe holds her ſolemn vow : "5 We | 
As thou thy oath, before our altar ſworn, | 
Freedom and perjury, can never meet. 

Ez. What are our altars ? what our idol * 
Fantoms, of human coinage, fear'd no more = | 
I would not wiſh to hear cite their name. | ; 

Zam. How! was our fathers worſhip vain deceit? 1 

Ez. It was: and I have happily diſclaim'd it. 

May the great ſingle Pow'r, that rules whole heav'n, * 

Lend thy dark heart one ray, of truth divine! 

Mayſt — lamented Zamer, learn to know, : 

And, knowing, to confeſs, in Europe's right, N 

Her God ſhould be ador d, her ſons — | 
Zam. Obey'd* hell blaſt em '—what! theſe ſons of 

rapine? 

Death! they dave robb'd thee, not of faith alone, 

They pilfer'd ev'n thy reaſon 8 twas wiſe, 

When thou would'ſt keep no vows, to own no gods. 
But, tell me ?—is Axira too forſworn.? . 

True to her father's weakneſs, has ſhe fallen? 

Serves ſhe the gods of Chriſtians ? | 

Ex. Hapleſs youth! 35 
Tho' bleſs d in my own change, I weep for cles 

Zam. He, who betrays his friend, has cauſe for 

weeping. - 
Ya wan they lap, hm pity iu 0 2 
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Pity this ens, which thy ſhame has coſt me. 

Pity my heart, alarm'd, for heav'n, and Ezmont. 

For heav'n betray'd, like me! I'm torn at once, 

From love, and zeal, and vengeance. | Tae *. 
F Chriſtiansy 

Drag me to die at my Alzira's feet: 7 

And I will ſigh away my ſoul, to mourr/ her. | 

Vet, have a care—be cautious, ere I fall, 

Of urging raſhneſs, to repel deſpair. 5 

Reſume a for reign's heart! and feel for empire, 


Dans . to Wee 
Alonzo. My Lord, the ceremonies wait your preſence: 
Ex. Farewel-——T follow the. 
Zam. No, by my wrongs | 
I will not quit this hold” till I have learn, - 
What ceremony, what black purpoſe, waits thee ? 
Ez. Away — be counſell'd—fly this fatal city. 
Tam. Not, tho' the Chriſtian Pow r that blaſts oy 
love; ©: 3: = 
Shou'd rain down lightnings on me—ſtill wou'd I on 
Tho' my own gods cry'd, ſtay, ftill wou'd I follow. 
Ex. Forgive the force of an unwiſh'd refuſal— 
Guards, to your care I muſt commit this madman. 
Reſtrain him He wou'd violate our altar. 
Theſe Pazans, obſtinate in idol-zeal, : 
Malign our holy myſt'ries; and profane 
The church's folemn ſervice. Guard the door. 
Tis not in right of my own pow'r I ſpeak ; 
Tis Carlos, in my voice, commands your care. 
[Exit with guards, after they have freed him from Camor. 
Zam. Did J not hear him, friends !|—or am I mad? 
Did I not hear him uſe the name of Carls? 
O, treachery! O, baſeneſs! O, my wrongs! 
O! laſt, uncredited reproach of nature 
Ind. Capt. Ezmont commands, for Carlos ** 
Zam. Twas not Ezmont : 
"Twas that black devil, that ſcares the Chriſtian neal, 
Lick, in his ſhape, to to ſcandalize Peru! 
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To 
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ae at bis trembling heart, and claim. atorſement. | 
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O, virtue! thou art baniſh'd from mankind. 


Ev'n from Alxira's heart, thou now : t fled. 1 
heſe villain bart'rers rob us not of gold, So 


They pay its fatal price, in morals ruin d. 
Deteſted Carlos, then, is here !——oh! blender: 
What council? what reſource ? to ſtop deſpair. 

Ind. Capt. Let not my Prince condemn the faithful 

| boldneſs. _ 

That wou d adviſe hie ſorrows. Old Alvarez 
Will ſtrait return, and bring, perhaps, that ſon, 
With whom to ſhare his joy the good man haſten' d. 
Urge him to ſee us ſafe, without their gates: 
Then, ſuddenly rejoin- your ambuſh'd friends, 


And march, back, equal, to your purpos'd vengeance, 


Let us not ſpare a life, but good Alvarez, 
And this loy'd ſon ! I, near the wall, remark'd 


2 


Their arts, and modes of ſtructure: their ſharp angles, 
Deep ditch, broad bulwarks, edg'd with ſleeping thun - 


ders.. - 
I ſaw, and weigh'd it, all: and found hope ſtrongeſt. 


Zam. What ſcheme, prophetic, has inflam'd thy heart? 
lud. Capt. Our groaning fathers, brothers, on and. 


friends, 
In fetter d labour toil, to houſe their ſpoilers. 
Theſe, when we march to their unhop'd relief, 
Will riſe, within the town, behind their maſters:: - 


While you, mean while, without, advance againſtthem z 


And, on our dying bodies, proudly heap'd, 
Bridge a bold entrance, o'er their bloody rampart. 
There, may you turn, againſt their tyrant heads, 


'Thoſe fiery ſtorms of death, thoſe mouths of murder, 


Thoſe forms, that frightning boneſt, artleſs bravery, 
Build, on our ignorance, a throne for wrongs. 


| 2 * wretchedneſs by heav'n, it charms 15 


To ſee wels ſoaring 5 out- tower their fortune. 


Shall we — we ſhall—we will—recover n r 
Carlos ſhall feel Peru, deſpis'd Peru, 
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Let but that Spaniſb murd' rer, Carlos, die, 
And I am half re- paid wy kingdom's loſſes 


We talk of vengeance: while we ileep, in chains! 


Fark! what ſurpriſing noiſe ![ Shout] It riſes, louder, | 
And ſudden fires, high-flaming, double day! | 


Or what new.crime, Aena e this ſwell of Joy 5 


And teach us to be free ; or, failing, die. 
He, who, ſpurns ſhame, and dares difdain to be: 


f Ereeps but to ſuff 2 2 lives on, for woe! 


; QHADE of my murder'd lover! ſhun to view-me:- 


She has betray'd her faith, and married Carlos! 


Ind. Capt. Iwill attempt eſcape—and warn our friends ; 
I Erit. 
Zam. Come, dire revenge! thou melaneholy god! 
That comforts the diſtreſs d with ſhadowy hopings | 
Strengthen our willing hands: let Carlos diet. 


But, we are wretches, indolently brave : 
Alvarez has forgot me: Exzmont flights me: 


And ſhe | love is theirs, whom moſt I hate. 
All the poor confort of my heart is doubting. 


Hark !—from their iron-throats, [Guns yon roaring 
| miſchiefs 
Pour their triumphant inſult. [Trumpets, Ke. ] ns 


new feaſt, 
Now, in their heedleſs mirth, deſcend ſome god 


Oh! my loſt friends! "tis liberty, not breath, 
Gives the brave, life !—ſhun flav'ry, more than death. 


Mocks chains, and wrongs, — and is, for ever, free. 
While the baſe grov'ler, never ſafe, tho low, 


AC F III. 
Mi nid alone. 


Riſe to the ſtars. and make their brightneſs ſweeter; 
But, ſhed no gleam of luſtre on Alzira. 


The ſea, that roll'd its watry world, betwixt us, 
Fail'd to divide our hands and he has reach d me! 


And 


| The altar trembled, at the unhallow'd touch: * 
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And heaven drew back, reluctant, at our meeting. 
Pale, but ſoft- hovering ghoſt, that haunt'ſt my fancy ! 
Thou, dear, tho' bloody form, that ſkims, before me! 
Thou never-dying, yet thou buried Zamor! - 
If ſighs, and tears, have power to pierce the grave; 
If death, that knows no pity, could but hear me; 
If ſtill thy gentle ſpirit loves Alxira: 
Pardon, that even in death, ſhe dar'd forſake thee! 
2 her rigid ſenſe of nature's duties: 
parent's will a pleading country's ſafety! 
ry ſs ſtrong calls, ſhe facritic'd her love ; 
To joyleſs glory, and to taſtleſs peace : 
And, to an empty world, in which thou art not! 
O! Zamor! Zamor |! follow me no longer. 
Drop ſome dark veil, ſnatch ſome kind c oud, before 
ths. 5 
Cover that conſcious face, and let death bide thee ! 
Leave me, to ſuffer, wrongs that heaven allots me: 
And teach my buſy fancy to "_ thee. 


Enter 8 | 
Where are thoſe captives ? are they free, Emira d 
Where thoſe ſad children of my mournful country? 
Will they not ſuffer me to ſee, to hear them 
ee. To fit and weep, and mingle with their mournings? 
| Emira. Ah! rather, dread the rage of angry Garlos, 
Who threatens em with fome new ſtroke of horror. 
Some cruel Las a hangs, this moment, o'er 'em ! 1 
For, through this window look, and ſee, diſplay'd, 
The broad red ſtandard, that betokens blood? 
Loud burſts of death roar from their iron - priſons, 
And anſwer, dreadful, to each other's call !- (ran 
x The council —_ alarm * and meets, in uproar. / 
e: | | 
ter; 1 [ S6. 5 
4 All I have heard; beſides, is, that the prince, 8 
Your father, has been ſummon'd to attend. 
Aix. Immortal guardians of th' endanger'd juſt * 
, Haye I, for this, in vain, betray'd my peace? 
£7 Dares the dire huſband, recent from the altar, | 
"I New to my forc'd conſent, and ſcarce, yet, lord A'S 
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Of my repenting hand; ſo ſoon; let looſe _ / 
| His re-commiſlion'd murders ! muſt my nuptials 
1 Serve, as the prelude, to my people's deaths! _ 
| O, marriage! marriage] what a curſe is thine, 
Where hands alone conſent, and hearts abhor! . 


— 


5 Enter CEPHANIA.. _ 
Cepb. One of the captive Indians, juſt ſet free, 
In honour of the joy that crowns this day, 
Prays your permiſſion, Madam, to be heard, 
And at your princely feet, diſcloſe ſome /ecret. 
Alz. Let him with firmneſs, and with freedom, enter. 
For him, and for his friends, he knows, I live. | 
Dear to my eyes, I mark em, with delight, 
And love, alas, in them, their poor loft country. 
— But why alone Why one? 
Ceph. It is that captain, | 
To whoſe victorious hand, I heard, but now, 
Alvarez, your new lord's illuſtrious father, 
Ow'd his remitted life, from Indians, ſavd. 
Emira. With earneſt preſſure, he has ſought your 
- prefence: _ 9 8 8 . 
He met me, entring, and with trembling haſte, 
Implor'd me to befriend th' important prayer. 
He told me, further, that the prince your father, 
For ſome ſtrange cauſe, this Indian ſeems to know, 
Had charg'd the guards he 'ſcap'd from, to prevent 
His acceſs to your ear.- methinks, there ſits 
A kind of ſullen greatneſs, on his brow, 
As if it veiFd, in grief, ſome. aweful purpoſe. - 
Cepb. I watch'd him—and he walks, and turns, and 
Wespe: . EA 
Then ſtarts, and looks at heaven; and to the gods, 
Pours up an ardent ſigh, that breathes your name! 
J pitied him but, gather'd from this freedom, 
That he's a ſtranger to your rank, and greatneſs. 
Alx. 3 rank? what greatneſs ?—Periſh all diſtin- 
YG. 2 
That, from the wrong'd unhappy, bars the om 
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Them wou dſt not have me die,. will lire on: 5 | 
: i% 


& LZ1%H A. 


| Who wow: but this was, once, ſome gen'rous friend, 


Some brave companion, of my Zamor's arms! 

Who knows, but he was near him, when he fell; 
And brings ſome meſſage from his parting ſoul ! 

How dare I then receive him “Can my heart 
Be proof, againſt the laſt, kind, words of Zamor ? 
Will not the half. lull'd pain, rekindling freſh, 

Burn, with increaſe of imart, and wring my foul? 


F No e r him enter. — [ait Cephania. 


Ha ! what means. 
This ſudden chillneſs, ſad& ning, round my heart. 


In thort, faint, flutt'rings, never felt, before ! 

Ah! fatal refidence ! From the firſt hour, 

Theſe hated walls became Alxira's priſon, | 
Each diff rent moment brought ſome diff rent pain. | 


Enter ZAMOR. 
Zam. Art thou, at length, reſtor d me ?—OCruel! telt 
me? 8 
Art thou, indeed, Axira? 
Alz.- -Gentle ſpirit ! 
Foreive me. 
I have been wrong' d; but { Faints, Theo his arms. 
Zam. Thine, ſhe wou'd have ſaid; 


And. her imperfect purpoſe fully bleſs'd me. 


Revive, thou deareſt, lovelieſt, loſt, 4/zira! 
Zamor will live no longer. ou dſt thou die. f 

Alx. The kind, forgiving, ſhade is, ſtill before met - 
It wak'd me, by a ſound, that ſeem'd his name. 

Zam. | am'no ſhadow, if Alxira's mine; | 
Jam thy living lover, at thy feet | * (Kneeling, 
Reclaiming thee, thou nobleſt half himſelf ! 

Alx. Can it be poſſible, thou ſhou'dit be Zamor? 


Zam. Thy Zamor——— thine. _ 


Als. Dare I gin _ liv'ſt ? 
Zan. Tis in thy 


To make that truth ved, —do but ſay 


Do not come to chide the unhappy Yr x” 


55 


TS  ASLER A 
| To thank FATE thus, with everlaſting love. | 

| [ Riſes and catches ber in his arms, 

Ax. O! days of ſoftneſs ! O! remember'd years. 
Of ever-vaniſh'd happineſs ] O! Zamor / 
Why has the grave been — too late ? 
Why ſent thee back, in vain? to make joy n; 
By mix d ideas of diſtracting horror 
Ah, Zamor / What a time is this, — to charm in! 
Thy every word, and look, ſhoots daggers through me. 

Zam. Thou, mourn'ſt thed, my return ? ? 

Aix. I do I muſt 
Yer wou'd it had been ſooner ! 
Zam. Generous tenderneſs ! 

Alx. Where haſt thou been, thuslong,—unfound, 

till now ? 

Zam. A wand'ring vagabond, that trod the world, 
In fruitleſs ſearch of means, to ſave Alxira. 
Not all the tort'ring racks, of villain Carles, 
Cov'd from my panting heart expel thy i image; 
The bloody ſpoilers tir d their rage in vain: 
I brav'd their wounds, and inſults, life had, yet, 
No leiſure to forſake me. Thou requir'dſt me. 
The groans Of ſuff ring nations reach'd my ſoul, 
And bad it ſtruggle, to revenge mankind, 

Alas ! thou trembleſt! Thy ſoft nature ſhrinks, 
At bare recital of theſe Spauiſb virtues, 
Oh! 'twas the guardian-god that ſmiles. on love, 
Knew thy kind wiſh ;—and, for thy ſake ſuſtain'd me. 
Thou wilt adore, 1 know, his gentle goodneſs. 
Thy pious heart diſdains to quite thy gods, 
Becauſe they ſuffer with thee ; and have fail'd 
To ſtem th' invading hoſt of Hain s new- heaven! 
Thou haſt too little falſhood, for a Chriſtian, 
——Haſt thou e'er heard of that baſe wretch, call 4 

Carlos ? | 

A birth that blacken'd nature! a enge monſter! 
Sent, in our ſhape, from ſome far diſtant world, 
To humble ours, with ſenſe of human baſeneſs! 


15 1 N | E They 


hn Hh 
"» 


W on nr nee nn nt uo a rut 


ne. 


le. 


him! 

Thou, then, ſhalt guide my vengeance,—to this, fun. 
This vileſt, of its victims. 

Alx. Find him, here 


Black, in my breaſt, he lives: ſtrike, ſtrike, and reach 


him. 


Zam. Hold, heart and break not, yet—this may be 


ty. 
Alx. PEW merit neither R thee. ) 
Zam. Ezmont ! I feel thee ; and believe thee, all! 
Ax. Did he then tell thee {—had my father power 

To dwell ſo plainly on my hopeleſs woes, 

As todeſcribe 'em'to thee ?———Did he name 

The dreadful huſband—his loſt daughter owes him? 
Zam. No — but thou may ſt: F oth that will harden 


Zamor, * 


That he can never be aſtqniſſi'd more ! 

Alx. Yes—I will tell it thee 
Not for thyſelf to tremble ; but for me. 
I will lay open the vaſt horror, to thee: 


Then, thou ſhalt weep, and live :—and bid me—die, | 


Zan: Alzira |! hy — 
Alx. This Carlos. 
Zam. Carlos ! why ? whence ; 

Curſe on his name, why thus, forever, Cale 9 
Alx. IT was, this morning, foes, forever his! | 
Zam. Sworn whole !— | 
Ale. You and. him ave bow betray" a 

I was not weak;—l fell, to ſave my country. 

Zam. What haſt thou Hons 3 ? What tale of horror 
ſhakes thee. 
Alz. 


Almoſt * thy ſight, Chriſtian Alira 
Plighted, -in preſence of the Chriſtian God, 
er helpleſs hand, to Carlos. | | 
Zam. Oh. che _ NY oi ae 
„„ Ax. 


prepare to tremble: | 
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They tell me, he is here.—Grant heaven thou know'ft 


Even on this fatal day, within thy hear ets 
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For the laſt time,. — I tell e, I love thee. 
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. It hopes no pardon !—all my gods renounc'd ! 
My lover wrong'd ! my country's freedom fold ! 
All, all demand revenge. But do thou kill me: 


Thou wilt ſtrike tenderly my ſummon'd blood 


Shall ſpring. to meet thy hand—and, flow to find thee. 
Zam. Carlos] A'zira, "tis impoflible! 
Alx. Were I diſpos'd to mitigate my crime, 

T cou'd alledge a father's awful power; | 

I cou'd remind thee of our ruin'd ſtate : 

Cou'd plead my tears, my ſtruggles, and diſtraction + 

Ere three. long, wretched, years confirm'd thee dead. 

I cov'd with juſtice, charge my faith renounc'd 


On hatred of thoſe gods, who ſav'd not Zamor. 


But, | diſclaim excuſe, - and ſhun remiſſion. 

Love finds me guilty; and that guilt condemns me. 

Be thou but ſafe, no matter what I ſuffer. : 

When life has loft the joy that made it bleſs'd, 

She who dies ſooneſt, always, dies moſt happy. - . 
Why do'ſt thou view me, with ſo kind an eye? 


Thou ſhould'ſt look ſternly, I deſerve no pity. 


Zam. Ves: if thou lov'R, I cannot hold thee guilty; 
— Wiſhing me bleſs'd. methinks thou mak'ſt me ſo. 
Aix When, by my father urg'd, and by Alvarex, 


And inly too impell'd, perhaps, to fate. 


By ſome forſaken God, who meant revenge; 

When by the Chriſtian's fears, and my touch'd heart, 
At once, beſet, they dragg'd me to the temple, 

Even in the moment when advancing Carlos 


_ Sought my eſcaping hand,—tho' I, then, thought thee. 
Dead; and for ever loſt to Tong hopes: 


Yet; then, beneath the altar's ſacred gloom, 

J bow'd. my ſoul to Zamor: memory | 
Reliev'd me, with thy image, —[ndians, Spaniards, 
All, all, have heard, how ardently I lov'd thee. 
*Twas my heart's pride, to boaſt it to the world! 
To earth, to. heav'n,——to Carlos, I proclaim'd it! 
And now, ev'n now, in this diſtreſsfu] moment, 
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Zam. For the laſt time! avert the menace, heav'n! 
Then thou art once reſtor d- and loſt, forever! 
'Tis not love's language, that! tis death's, {/ziral 


Ale, Q, heav'n !— Alvarez comes, and with him, 
Carlos. 


d! 
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8 Don ALlvAxEZ, follow'd by Don CarLos, 
Alu. See! thy Alxira with my life's reſtorer ! 
Approach, young hero! 'tis my ſon, who ſceks thee; - 
Spain's delegate, who here holds power ſupreme: 
My Carlos, bids thee ſhare his bridal joy. 
—Meet, and embrace: divide your father's love: 
My ſon, of nature, one — and one, of choice. 
Court his hand. Carlos? 
Zam. Periſh ſuch a ſon! 
As the deteſted Carlos! | 
Ax. Heaven avert _ 5 
This riſing tempeſt ! it o'erwhelms my Out? 
Alv.. What means this wonder d.-. 
Zam. Tis not poſlible ! 
15 No——1 would disbelieve atteſting gods, | 
3 Shou'd they, from heaven, aſſert this ſhock to nature :; 
„That ſuch a father can — have ſuch a ſon! 
Car. [To Zamor.] From what ange ſpring does 
tm blind fury riſe ? N 
bs Know'ſt thou not who l am? 
4 Zam. A thief—a villain, : 
My country's horror——and whole nature's A 
hoe: Chief of thoſe ſcourges aur! heaven has doom d che, 4 
Know me, for Zamor. 
Car. Thou, Zamor -? * 
Aiv. Lamor | 1 5 
Zam. Ves the tortur'd Zamor. 
Bluſh to be told it: and remember, with it, 
The bloody rage of thy remorſeleſs cruelty ; 
That baſcly.dar'd inſult a captive king! 
Now, he returns ——triumphant, in diſtreſs, - 


To look thee into ſhame ; to ſee thoſe eyes 
an. Fall their * N and decline before kinX a 
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Thou waſter of the world ! thou licens'd dender 
Thou whole laſt ſpoil was my Axira's glory! 
Win her, againſt this ſword} (Drous. }—the ſole, good, 

ain, 
Zamor Ss. he owes thy haughty country. 
| Now, the ſame hand, that gave the father life, 
= | Claims, in return, the ſon s devoted blood: 
1 And, ſo reveng'd, atones a dying realm. 
K Alv. Confounded, and amaz'd, I hear him ſpeak; 
= Tilt every word grows ſtranger ! Carlos cannot 
7 | Be guilty—— or, if guilty, cannot anſwer, | 
Gar To anſwer, were a poornefs I deſpiſe, | 
| When rebels dare accuſe, power that replies 
Does but forget to paw this ſword, 
I might, but that I know the reverence, due | 
To your protecting preſence, well have anſwer'd. | 


Madam, [To Alxira.] your heart ſhou'd have I 
inſtructed you, 


- Why youoffend me, while I fee you here. 
If not my peace, at leaſt your fame, demands | 
That you nowdrive this outlaw from your thoughts, 
You weep then ! to inſult me with your tears? 
And, yet, I love, and can be jealous of you! 
Alx. Cruel! — ged you, F my father, and 
protector! 
And thou! f my ſoul's paſt hope, in happier times! 
Mark —and condole my fate. mix your due pity : 
And tremble, ar the horror of my woes. 
\ . Behold this lover, which my father choſe me, 

| Before I knew there was a world, but ours. 

| With his reported death our empire fell: 

And I have liv'd, to ſee my father's throne 

1 O'erturn'd ; and all things chang'd, in earth, and 

| : _ heaven ! ! 
By every human help, too ſoon forſaken, | 
Ti | My friendleſs father, from the Chriſtian's Gd 
11 Sought aid — and ſcreen'd a ſtate, behind his name. 
| Thence, forc'd before this unknown power, to knee], 
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Jo. Carlos. + To Alvarez. + To Zamor, 


rr 


1 1 A dreadful oath has bound my wall ſoul, 
g To love the murd'rer of my real loyer! | 
good In my new faith, I own myſelf unſkill'd, 
Bat, all, that virtue taught me, ſtill 1 know. 
Zamor, I love thee, juſtly :—1 confeſs it. 
What honour calls for, can deſerve no ſhame. 
Yet, where my hand is bound, my heart obeys 2 
And I can now be thine, alas, no more.. 
ak Let me be rather wretched, than uxjuſt. 
ot 7 Carlos, for you, —I am your wife; and victim 2 
Vet, in abhorrence of your cruel ſoul, | 
I hold my mind divorc'd ;. and dare abjure you, | 
One way, to either, I ſubmit, with joy : 5 
If your ſwords claim me, I am due to both. 
Which firſt rewards me with the death I wiſh ft 
Carlos, thou haſt a hand by cuſtom ſtain'd: 
8 Thy practis'd poignard need not ſtart, at blood. 
Strike then, for due revenge of flighted love; 
And, puniſhing the guilty, —once, be juſt. 
| Car. I find, then, Madam, you wou'd brave mp 
ate, weakneſs ! 
Proud of offending, one who muſt forgive. 
But, you invoke my vengeance, and it comes, 
and Your fate is ready for, your minion dies. 
Who waits tool guard there. 


Enter SOLDIERS, 
Alx. Cruel. Chriſtian, inſult.! a 
Atv. My fon 1 What mean you? what raſh tranſ- 
port this ? 

Think, whom you Sande Be his perſon lateful, 
But, reverence his virtue, and his name. 
He who is, helpleſs, in his hater's hands, EF 
Claims ſafety, from his weakneſs. Why, why, — | 
Muſt l, a ſecond time, remind your mercy? : 
I gave you life: 


but Zamor gave it me. 


Be warn'd—nor forfeit fame to feaſt revenge. 
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Enter Don Alox z o, with "WEE" $. 22 
Alen. Pardon an entrance, vir, thus unprepar d. 
The woods, round bordering on the neighb'ring . 
Pour out a ſudden ſwarm of Indian foees. 
Arm'd they advance, as if to ſcale our walls: 
And Zamor's name, reſounded, rings to heaven. 
Slßamings, from golden bucklers, meet the ſun: 
While in firm line, and clole compacted march, 
The ſtretch'd battalions move, in marrtia] juſtnels. 
They hold ſuch diſciphne, ſuch order'd motion, 
As ne'er was known before, to ſavage foes. 
As if, from us, they catch'd new lights of war, 
Ard turn'd the burning leſſons on their teachers. 
Car. Away then: let us think em worth our 
meeting 
Heroes. of S;air ye fav'rite ſons of war! 
All corners of the world are yours, to ſhine in. 
Help me to teach theſe ſlaves to know their lords. 
Bring him along; by force. 
Zam. Tyrant, they dare not. 5 
Or. are they gods, x ho cannot be repell'd? 
And proof againſt the wounds, they leck to give? 
Car. Surround him. 
Ax. Spare him, ſave him! 
Alv. Son, be cool: 
And, ftill. remember, what your father owes tim. 
Car. Sir, I remember, tis a ſoldier's duty 
To bear down oppoſition : ſo you taught me. 
LAlonzo, and Spaniſh Scldiers, e and hong 
| 'Zamor. 
Your pardon, Sir—T go, where honour call- me. 
| [ Exit, with Zamor, and all the Spaniſh Soldiers. 
Ax. [To Alv.} Loſt, at your feet, 1 fall; None virtue's 
claim. 
Tis the firſt homage fortune ever taught me. 
Grant me the wiſh'd releaſe, of death's kind hand, 
From miſeries, I cannot live, to ſee. 
But, dying, let me leave this witneſs with you, 
That, true to my firſt vows, I change not lightly. 
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Two different kater cannot, both. poſſeſs | 


One faithful heart, that will but once be given. 
Zamor is mipe: and I am only Zamor's. | 


Zanor is virtuous, as a fancied angel. _— 


Twas Zamor gave his life, to good A'zarez? 
Av. | feel the pity of a father, for thee. 
J mourn afflicted Zamor : I will guard him: 


eil protect you, both, unhappy lovers 


Vet, ſtill be mindful of the marriage tye, | 
That, but this morning, bound thy days to Carlos. 
Thou art no longer thine, my mournful daughter. 
Corlos has been too cruel ; but repents it: 

And this once-cruel Carlos is thy huſband. 
He is my-ſon too: and he loves us, both. 
Pity ſoon ſoftens hearts, where love has enter'd. 

Ax. Ah! why did heav' n not make you Zamor's 

father ! | 
Greatneſs thus awful, ſweetneſs ſo polite, 
Is the ſun's heat, made lovelier by its light. 70 
Oh! could the rigid, and ſelf- clos'd, but know, 
How the heart j Joys, that feels modes s woe, 
No co!d-link'd chain's ſhort reach would clogg e 
mind: 
But one long nerd. of peace connect mankind. 


r 
Don ALVAREZ, Don CARL0S. 


* ; 7 rumpet, a long SY loft Ly F 2 
Alva f EZ. | 
ES ERVE, my ion, this. triumph of your arms, 
Vour numbers, and your courz ge. have prevail'd; 
Now, of this laſt, beſt, effort of the foe, 
Half are no mare; and half are j ours, in chains. 
| Diſyracs 


Proudly repays humility, with ſcorn, 9 5 
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Diſgrace not due ſucceſs, by ondue cruelty : 
But call in mercy, to abſolve your fame. 


I will go viſit the afflicied captives, 
And pour compaſſion on their aking wounds: 


Mean while, remember, you are man, and Chriſtian. 
Car. What, wou'd your virtue teach my heart to feel! 


Alv. Bravely, at once, reſolve, to pardon Zamor. 
Pain wou'd I ſoften this indocil fierceneſs : 
And teach your courage, how to conquer wills. 


Car. At your own choice freely devote my life, | 
Bat, leave at liberty my juſt revenge. | 


Pardon him — why, the ſavage brute is lov'd! 
Av. Ti unhappily belov'd moſt merit pity. 


Car. Pity !—cou'd I be ſure of ſuch reward, 


I wou'd die pleas'd, —and ſhe ſhou'd pity me: 
Alv. How much to be lamented is a heart, 

At once, by rage of headlong will oppreſs'd, 

And by ſtrong jealouſies, and doubtings, torn ! 


Car. When jealouſy becomes a crime. guard, 


| heav'n, . | | 
That huſband's honour, whom his wife not loves! 
Your pity takes in all the world but me. 

Aw. Mix not the bitterneſs of difiant fear 
With your arriv'd misfortunes. —- Since 4/zira 
Has virtue, it will prove a wiſer care | 
To ſoften her, for change, by patient tenderneſs, 


Than, by reproach, confirm a willing hate. 
Her heart is, like her climate, rudely ſweet >—— 


Softneſs will ſooneſt bend a Rubborn will. 


Car. Softneſs !—by all the wrongs of woman's hate, 


Too much of ſoftneſs bot invites diſdain. 


Flatter'd too long, beauty, at length, grows wanton, 


And, inſolently ſcornful, flights its pralſer. 
Oh! rather, Sir, be jealous for my glory; 
And urge my dqult-ng anger, to reſolve. 
Foo low already, condeſcenſion bow'd, 


Nor bluſh'd, to match the gonqu'ror with the ſlave! 


But, when this ſlave, unconſcious, what ſhe owes, 
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And braves, and hates the unaſpiring love, 
Such love is weakneſs :—-and ſubmiſſion, there, 
Gives ſanction to contempt, and rivets pain. 
Alv. Thus, youth is, ever, apt to judge in haſte, 
And loſe the medium, in the wild extreme. 
Do not repent, but regulate, your paſhon : 
Tho' love is reaſon, its exceſs is rage. 
Give me, at leaſt, your promiſe, to reflect, 
In cool, impartial tolitude: aud, ſtill, 
No laſt deciſion, till we meet again. 

Car. It is my father aſks—and, had I will, 
Nane denies me pow'r, to anſwer, No. 
J will, in wiſdom's right, ſuſpend my anger. 
—Yet—ſpare my loaded heart: — nor add more weight; 
Leit my ſtrength fails beneath th' unequal preſſure. 
Alv. Grant yourſelf time, and all you want comes 


with it. [xi | 


Don Danton: 1 4 x4 
Ando I coldly then, to penſive piety, 
Give up the livelier joys of wiih'd revenge! 
Muſt I repel the guardian cares of jealouſy, 
And ſlacken ev'ry rein, to rival love? 

Muſt | reduce iny hopes, beneath a ſavage? 
And poorly envy ſuch a thing as Zamor / 
A coarle luxuriance of ſpontaneous virtue! 


A ſhoct, of rambling, fierce, offenſive freedom: 


Nature's wild growth — 
bearing: 

A rough, raw, 1 of this rugged elime; 

Illit'rate in the arts of poliſh'd life ; 

And, who, in Europe, where the fair judge beſt, 

Wou' d hardly, in our courts, attract diſtinction. 


—ſirong, but un-prun'd to 


2 


| be comes! Alxira comes nn — 


Enter AL IRA. 
Alx. You turn, and ſhun me —80, I have been old, | 
Spaniards, by cuſtom, meet ſubmiſſive wives. 
A hear me, Sir — bear, ev'n a * wife. 


Hear 


4 


— 


| 


Hear this unguilty object of your anger, 


To promiſe, till 1 over-charge my power. 
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One, who can rev'rence, tho' ſne cannot love you; 


One, who 1s wrong' d herielf, not injures you: 


One, who is fall'n ſo low, to want your pity, | 
I cannot wear diſguiſe: be it th' effect 


Of preatneſs,: or of weakneſs, in my mind. 


My tongue cou'd ne'er be mov'd, but by my heart 2 . 
And that—was vow'd another's—— If he dies, 


The honeſt plainneſs of my ſoul deſtroys him. 
Lou look ſurpri>'d :—l will, ſtill more ſurpriſe you. 


I come, to try you deeply for, 1 mean 
To move the huſband, in the lover's favour | - _ 
Car. Dare. not inſult, too far, a heart, that knows 


you. e 

Ax. L had half flatter'd my unpractis'd hope, 
That you, who govern others, ſhou'd yourſelf, 
Be temp'rate, in the uſe of your own paſſions, 


Nay, | perſuaded my unchriſtian ign'rance, 
That an ambitious warrior's infelt pride | 
Shou'd piead, in pardon of that pride in others. 


This I am ſure of, —that, forgiving mercy 


Wou' d ſtamp more influence, on our Indian hearts, 


Than can our gold on thoſe, of men, like you. 
Who knows, did ſuch a change endear your breaſt, 
How tar the pleaſing force might ſoften mine? 
Vour right ſecures you my reſpect, and faith; | 
—Strive, for my love: —ſtrive, for whatever, elſe, - 


May charm :———it aught there is, can charm like love, 


Forgive me: | ſhall be betrayed, by fear, 


Yet—try, what changes, gratitude can make. 
A Spaniſh wife, perhaps, wou'd promiſe more: 

Profuſe in charms, and prodigal of rears, © 

Wou' d promiſe all things—and forget em, all. 


But | have weaker charms, and ſimpler arts. 


Gui'e:eſs' of ſoul, and left, as Nature form'd me, 
] err in honeſt innocence of aim, 8 | 
And, iceking to compoſe, inflame you, more. 


All 
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Out- ſtretches nature, if it dees yen.” 


Say !—has thy care been happier ?— 


Abr 4 

All T can add. is this + nk force 

Shall never bow me, to reward conſtraint: 

Bu:— to what lengths | may be led, by benefits, 

"Tis in your. por to try: not mine, to tell! 
Car. 'Tis well. —: Since Jultice has tuch pow r 00 

dau de you, | 13 
If you wou'd follow duty, know it, firſt 
Count modeſty, among your country's virtues ; 


And :copy—uot condemn the wives of Spain. 
Tis your. firſt leſſon. Madam, to forget. 


| —Become more delicate, if not more kind, 


And, never let me hear the name | hate. 
— You ſhou'd learn, next, to bluſh au ay your hate, 
And wait in filence, till my will retolves 
What-puniſhment, or pity, ſuits his crimes. ; 
—Know, laſt, that (thus provok'd) a huſband's 4 
mency 15 

Learn, thence, ungrateful! that 1 want pot pity: 
And be the laſt, io dare believe me cruel. [ Ex: 

Em. Mad am, be comforted I watch'd his- 25002 : 


I ſce. he loves; and love will make him kinder. | 
Alx. Love has no pow 'r to act, when chain 'd by: : 
jealouſy. | 


Zamor muſt die :—for I have aſk'd his life. 
Ab! why toreſaw I not that likely danger ? | 
Canſt thou favs 


him ? 
Hatt thou made trial of his keeper? s faith? 
Em. Gold, that, in Span iſe ſcales, outweighs their 
God, 


Has dea his hand :—and. all, bis faith's your o- rn. 
Alx. Then (heav'n be bleſſed) this metal, form d for 
crimes, 
Sometimes, atbnes the wrongs. tis dug to call] 
— But we loſe time: why doſt thou ſeem to pauſe? 
Em. I cannot thivk they purpoſe Zamor's death. 
A'varez has not loſt his pow'r lo far, 5M : 


Nor can the council = 
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Alx. They are Spaniards, all. 7 | 
Mark the pfbud, partial, guilt of theſe vain men! 


Ours, but a country, held, to yield them, flaves ; 


Who reign, our kings, by right of diff rent clime? 


2 amor, mean while; by birth, true ſov'r eign her E, 


Weighs but a rebel. in their righteous ſcale! 
Ob !—civiliz'd aſſent, of ſocial murder! 


But, why, Emira, ſhould this ſoldier Ray?, 
Enn. You fhay expect him inſtantly —The night, 
Methinks, grown darker, veils your bold defign. 
Wearied by ſlaughter, and unwaſh'd from blood, 
The world's proud ſpoilers, now, lie huſh'd, in ſleep. 
Alx. N and find this Spaniard.— guilt's bought 
han 1 5 | | 
Opening the priſon, innocence goes free. 
En. See by Ceptania led, he comes with Zamor. 
he cautious, Madam, at fo dark an hour, 
Left, met ſuſpected honour ſhould be loft : 
And modeſty, miſtaken, ſuffer ſhame. - 
Alx. What does thy ill taught fear miſtake, for 
— RE | | 


Virtue, at midnight, walks, as ſafe, within, 


As in the conſciovs glare of flaming day. 


She who in forms finds virtue, has no virtue, 
All the ſhame lies, in hiding honeſt love. 


— Honour, that alien fantom, here call'd pride, 
Lends but a length'ning ſhade, to ſetting virtue. 


 Honour's not love of innocence, but praiſe ! 


The fear of cenſure, not diſtaſte of fin! 


E hut, I was taught, in a ſincerer clime, 


That virtue, tho! it ſhines not, ſtill, is vir tue: 
And heart-felt honour grows not, but within. | 
This my heart knows; and, knowing, bids me dare, 


Shou'd heav'n forſake the juſt, be bold, and ſave him. 


Enter Zanon, with CEYTHANIA, and a Spaniſh Su 
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Zam. For what new torment haſt thou call'd me 
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Ale. Ah 1 fly—thy hopes are loſt ; ; thy fate bag 
oOieer thee. 
Eſcape, this moment, or thou ſtay't, to 4. | 
Haſte,—loſe no time,—be gone : this guardian Span 
niar 
will teach thee to deceive the mord rer rer's hope. 
Reply not judge thy ſtate, from my defpair : : 
Save, by thy flight, the man I love, from death; 
The man,-whom I have ſworn t'obey, from blood; 
And a loſt world, that knows thy worth, from tears. 
Thy country calls thee : night conceals thy ſteps. 
Pity thy fate: and leave me, to my own. 
Zam. Thou robber's property ! thou Chriſtian's wife! 
Thou ! who dar'ſt love me—yet, canſt bid me live! 
If I muſt live, come thou, and make life tempting. 
But, twas a cruel wiſh ! I cannot ſhield thee! | 
Stript of my pow'r, and friends, and nothing left me, 
But wrongs, and mifery!—T have no dower, 
To bribe reluctant love. All, thou canſt ſhare, | 
With me, will be—my deſart and my heart. 
When I had more, I laid it, at thy feet. 
Als. __ what are crowns, that muſt no more © be 
ine? 
I loy'd, not pow'r, but thee: thyſelf once loft, 
What has an empty world, to tempt my ſtay 7 
Far, in the depth of thy ſad deſarts, wrt, | 
My beart will ſeek thee; fancy, there, miſleads 
My weary, wand' ring, ſteps: there, horror finds 
And preys upon, my Felice: there, leaves me, 
To * life out, in unheard complaints: 
To waſte, and wither, in the tearleſs winds: 
| And die.” with ſhame, at breach of plighted faith, 
are, For being only thine and, yet, another's. 
him. —Go—carry with thee both my peace and life! 


And leave (ah ! wou d thou cou'dft) thy ſorrows, here, 


Sl. have my lover, and my fame, to guard: „1 Co oO 
And 1 will ſave” em both.— Be Andhra our.” 4 
me Zam. I hate this fame, falſe avarice of — * 
4 The ſickly 2 of an 8 e 
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The lying lure of pride, that Europe cheats- bet -- 

Periſh the groundleſs-ſeemings of their virtue! 
But, ſhall forc'd oaths, at hated Chriſtian altars, 

Shall gods, who rob the gods of our forefathers, 

Shall theſe—obtrude a lord, and blaſt a lover ! 

Alx. Since it was ſworn,—or to ogy gods, or theirs, 

What help is left me? ks on | 
Zam. None—Adieu—for ever. 

Alx. Stay. What a farewel, this? (Going Return, 
charge thee. 
{Jn CRetarning] Carlos, perhaps, will hear. . 

Alx. Ah! pity, rather 

Than, thus, upbraid, my wretchedneſs. 
Zam. Think, then, | 
On our paſt vows. 
Ale. I think of nothing, now, 

But of thy danger. | 

Zam. Oh thou haſt undone 

The tend'reſt——fondeſt——lover ! F 

Alx. Still, I love, | a 

Crime as it is, I love thee Leave me, Zane, | 

Leave me, alone, to die. —Ha ! cruel !. tell me! 

What horrible deſpair, revolving wildly, 

Burſts from thy eyes, with purpoſe more than mortal 
Zam. It ſhall be ſo. .  [Corng] 
A. What woud' ſt thou ?—Whither go'ſt thou ? 

[Holding hin 
le” To make a proper uſe of anhop'd freedom. 
Alx. By heav'n ! if tis to death, I'll follow thee. 


Zam. Horrors, unmix'd with Jove, demand me, now. 


Leave me Time flies. Night blackens Duty calls— 


Soldier, —attend my ſteps. / \[Exit, balih. 
Alx. Alas, Emira! _ hd 
T faint 111 what ung wvern'd ſtart 


Of ſome raſh thought, he left me! Haſte, Emira, 
Watch his fear'd meaning trace his fatal footſteps, 
And—if thou ſeeſt him ſafe, return, and bleſs me. 
[Exit Emira. 
—A black, preſaging, forrow ſwells my heart 7 
| al 
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What cou'd a day, like this, produce, but wos? 


Oh !—Fhou! dark, awful, vaſt, myſterious Pow'r, 
Whom Chriſtians worſhip, yet, not comprehend ! 


If, ignorant of thy new laws, I ſtray, 


Shed from thy'diſtant heav'n, where-e'er it ſhines, 

One ray of guardian light, to clear my way: 

And teach me, firſt to know, then act, thy will. 

But, if my only crime is—love of Zamer, 

If that offends thine eye, and claims thy anger: 

Pour thy due vengeance on my hopeleſs head; 

For, I am, then, a wretch, too loſt, for mercy.. | 
Yet—be the wand'rer's guide, amidſt his deſarts! 

Greatly diſpenſe thy good, with equal hand; 

Nor, partial to the partial, give Spain, all. 

Thou canſt not be confin'd to care of parts ; 

Heedleſs of one world, and the other's father 


| Vanquiſh'd, and victors, are alike, to thee : 


And all our vain diſtinctions mix before thee. 

Ah! what foreboding ſhriek !—Again ! and Toudew - 

Oh heav'n ! amidft the wildneſs of that ſound, 

I heard the name of Zamor !'—Zamor's dead! 

Hark!—a third time — And, now, the mingled cries . . 
Come quick ning on my ear! N | 


Enter EMIR a, frigbied. 
„ . Emira, ſave me. 
What has he done ?—In pity of my fears, 
Speak, and beſtow ſome comfort. 
En. Comfort is loſt: - : | 
And all the rage of death has, ſure, pofleſs'd him. 
—Firſt, he chang'd habit, with the trembling ſoldier : 
Then, ſnatch'd his weapon from him. The robb'd - 
| JJ cc, 55 5 
Flew frighted, tow'rd the gate; while furious Zamer, 
Wild, as the fighting rage of wintry winds, 
Ruſh'd to the public hall, where ſits the council. 
Following, I ſaw him paſs the ſleeping guards: 
But loſt him, when he enter d. In a moment. 
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1 3 a ſound of voices cry, He's dead, 
Then, clam'rous calls, from ev'ry fide at once, 
To arms, to arms — Ah! Madam, ſtay not 2m 
Fly, to the inmoſt rooms, and ſhun the danger. 
Alx. No, dear Emira: rather, let us try, | 
Whether our weakneſs may not find ſome means, 
Late, and unlikely as it Is,—t0 ſave him. 
I, too, dare die. | 
Em. They come,—protedt us, hear? 17 


Enter Don AL ox 20. | | 

Alon. Madam, you ſtir no farther.— I have orders, 
To ſeize your perſon :—'Tis a charge, anwiſh'd. 

A.z. Whence doſt thou come ! what fury ſent thee 
What is become of Zamor fe © (hither? 

Aon. At a time, | 
So full of danger, my reſpe& gives way 
T o duty.—You muſt pleaſe to follow me. 

Alx. Oh, fortune! fortune! This is too ſevere! 


| Zamor is dead: and I am only captive! _ 


Why doſt thou weep What have a Spaviard's tears 


To do with woes, which none but Spaniards cauſe ? 


Wrong d to diſtaſte of life, come death! and ſhow 


Some ſafe, tho dark retreat, for weary woe. 
Heav'n is too juſt, when, here, diſtreſs purſu'd, 


To ſee, in life to come, - paſt pangs renew'd. 
There ſmiles the ſoul, eſcap'd from all its pain : : 


There, ſorrow meets reward, and en reign. | 


A C ic V. 


Al zin , guarded. 


| WW HEN ſhall I die? anſwer, ye dumb defiroyers : 


Ye bold provokers of inſulted heav'n ! 


Who, when you mean to murder, ſay, you judge! 


Why does your brutal filence leave my. ſoul 
Flutt ring, twixt hope and fear, in tort ring Goabr ! 
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They will hack no matter, ſince I 

0 Tyr no good, — ſhou'd I hear, at . 

The conduct᷑ of theſe watchful Mutes is ſtrange 

hey ſeize me, guard me, and conſine me, here; 

et anſwer nothing, but with looks of hate! 
hancing, but now, to ſigh my Zamor s name, 
heſe frighted monſters, ſtruck with Spaniſßb envy, 
branted, turn'd pale; and trembled, at the ſound * : 
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las ;——my father, too? | 

Ezm. To what dark depth | 

Of ſad deſpair haſt thou reduc'd us all ? | 

See, now, the fruits of thy unliſt' ning love! 

Alx. What have I done? and what has Zamor ſuffer d? 

Ezm. Ev'n in the inftant, while, with growing c 

e pleaded, earneſt, for thy lover's life; 

hile we yet hung, on the half. granted pray'r 

\n ent'ring ſoldier drew our notice tow'rd him. 

Twas Zamor !—dreadful, in a borrow'd dreſs !: 

\t once, he hurl'd his furious eyes, amongſt us, 

and his more furious perſon. Scarce I law, 

o rapid was his motion, that bis hand * 

leld a drawn ſword !—To enter—reach our ſeats, 

ind, hon-like, ſpring to the breaſt of Carlos. 

h' aſſault, the wound, the death, was, all, one moment! 

bi Dee d your huſband's blood, to ſtain the father: 

\s if 'twou'd lend him bluſhes, for the daughter ! 

Lamor, mean while, the dreadful action done, 

Soft ning to ſudden calmneſs, at the feet 

Of ſad Alvarex fell: and, to his hand, 

deſign d the ſwoud, which his ſon's blood made bod. 

{ he father ſtarted into black ' ning terror! 

he murd' rer daſh'd his boſom on the ground, 

but reveng'd (he cry'd) my wrongs, and ſhame ! 

knew my duty — know your own, againſt me: 

ature your motive, hard oppreſſion min.. 2 

e ſaid no more: but, proſtrate, hop'd his 3 

A. . me not hear the reſt: . tis, Werbe. 
. m. 
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| Ex. The afflicted father ſunk upon my tom | 
_ Night's filent ſhade grew vocal with our cries. 


Ex. Shed thy wiſh'd mercy here, all- powrful 
. 1 I Exit. 


From ev'ry fide at once, ſwarm foll'wing ſwarm, 
A flow of fraitleſs help ſurrounded Carlos ; : 


To ſtop th' out-welling blood, and hold back life. 
— But what moſt ſhakes me, tho' tis told thee, laſt, - 


IS that they think thee guilty of his death; 
And, inſolently loud, demand thy .own.. 
Alx. But Can you | 
Exm. No. impoſſible. I cannot. - 
I know thy heart too well, to wrong thy virtue. 


I know thee, too, too capable of weakneſs ; 


But not of purpos'd blood. I ſaw this danger. 
But, thy charm'd eyes, ev'n on the brink of fate, 
Were blinded by thy love;—and thou art falPn! 
— Thy buſband murder'd, by thy lover's hand, 
The council that accuſes, will condemn thee ; 

And ignominious death becomes thy doom. 

I came, ta warn thee, and prepare thy ſpirit. 


| Now, haſt'ning back, try ev'ry hope, for pardon; 
Or, failing to redeem thee, ſhare thy death. _ 
Alx. My pardon-——-pardon, at theſe murd'rers - 


„ hands! 
The King, my father, ſtoop his pray'r to them! 


Death, if it hides me from that thought, is rapture. 
—Ah! Sir, live on: hope ſtill ſome happier day; 
Then, pay back all theſe pangs, —— 2nd bleſs Peru. 


Wait that determin'd hour—and love A/zira; _ 
This all the pray'r ſhe makes, this all, ſhe wiſhes. 
Ex. But. is no pity due to dying Carlos? | 


Alx. I find his fate too cruel : and muſt mourn _ 


'Thro' fear, that he deſerv'd it. As for Zamor, 
Whoſe raſhneſs has reveng'd his country's wrongs, 
Urg'd by too keen remembrance of his own, 

I neither cenſure, nor excuſe, his daring. ' _ 
I wou'd have ſtaid him: but, he ruſh'd to die; 
And 'tis not in my choice, to live, without him. 


| heav'n ! 


— 


— 
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Alx, [alone] My weeping father call'd on heav'n, 
to fave me. | 

T will not taſk the grace of heav' n, ſo boldly : 

Let me not be at all—and I'm not wretched, _ 

Th' Almighty Chriſtian Pow'r, that knows me innocent, 

Exacts (they ſay) long life, in deep diſtreſs; 

And thunders at the brave, who ſhorten woe. 

The gods who once were mine, were leſs ſevere; - 

Why ſhou'd the wretch, unhoping, ſtruggle on, 

Thro' viewleſs lengths 'of miſerable woe, 

Yet, dread the hand of death, that points to refuge! 

Sure! Qhriſtians, in this tale, belye their God. 

His fav'rites, whom he arms with his own thunders, 

Can they have right, from him, to waſte a world, 

To ſweep whole millions into death's cold arma; 

And, ſhall not I, for reſt and ſafety, claim 

A pow'r he gives to them, for pride and rage? 

—Ah |-Zamor' venus! they lead him out, to . 


Enter Z A non, in 457 e . by 8 paniards,. 
Zam. Kind, in their purpos'd malice, they RENE: 
| brought me, | 
Where my expiring ſoul ſhall mix, with thine. 
Ves, my Alzira, we are doom'd, together. 
Their black tribunal has condemn'd us, both : 
For innocence offends, where guilt is judge. 
But Carlos is not dead ! that wounds me-deepeſt. 
Carlos ſurvives, to boaſt ſhort triumph o'er us: 
And dies ſo lowly, that our fate precedes him! = 
Yet, he muſt die : my hand not err'd ſo far, ; 
But he muſt die: and, when he does, my ſoul . 
Shall ſnatch th' expected moment, hov'ring, watchful, 
And hunt him, in revenge, from ftar to ſtar. 
Pious Alvarez, mournful, comes, behind, 
_ Charg'd with our bloody ſentence, fign'd, in council, 
That murder may be ſanctify d by form. 
My only grief is, that thou dy'ſt, for me. 
Alx. T ba „that, Wes leave chy hook wine com- 
_ Plaint. 


a 


Vu. 


Since 
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Since Lam lov'd, gk love, to die with 8 
Is happineſs, and triumph. bleſs my fate 
No blow but this cou'd break my endleſs chain. 
Think, then, this period of ſuppos'd diſtreſs, 


Tyhis moment, that unites our hands in death, 


Is the firſt ſhielder of my love from woe. 

Now, ſmiling fate reſtores me to myſelf : 

And I can give a heart, once more, my own. 

But there's a cauſe for tears, Avarex claims em: 

We, while he ſpeaks our doom, ſhall feel but his. 
Zam. See! how the flow-pac'd mourner r Weeps his 
| errand. | 

Enter Ava „ 
Alx. Which, of: us-three, does fortune, moſt, diftre(s) 
woes! 
Zam. Since heav'n will have it ſo, that, from 5 
tongue, 
I ſhou'd receive death's ſummons, leti it come: 


Twill have one pow” r to pleaſe ;—for, I ſhall bear thee, 


Do not, then, pity ; but condemn me boldly ;- - 
And, if thy heart, tho' Spaniſb, bends beneath it, 
Think, thou but doom'ſt an unſubmitting forages 
Who kill'd thy ſon—becauſe, unlike his father. 
But, what has poor Alxira done! Perhaps, ; 
She dies; becauſe, in her, a people lives! | 
In her, alone, glows that collected ſoul, 
That, in paſt ages, brighten d all Peru? 
But excellence is guilt, where enviers judge! 
Alx. Wond'rous old virtue! obſtinately Lind! 3 
Thou, ſingly juſt, amidſt a race of thieve : 
"Twere to be baſe as they are, cou'd I ſtoop 
To deprecate a vengeance duely thine. 
For thy ſon's blood, be mine thy willing ſacrifice 
All I require, is—but defence from ſlander; 
Erxom poor ſuſpicion of a guilt I ſcorn. 
Carlos, tho hated, was a hated huſband: 
He was Alwarex fon, too ; and, as ſuch, 


Call'd for that rev renee, which himſelf Aelervd t. 


As for thy nation, let em praiſe, or blame me, 


3 Ep | a nn pans Thy 


. 


o 


A 1 K 1 1 . 


Thy witneſs only can be worth my claim. 
Mourn not my death, 'tis joy, to die, with Zamor: 
And all the pain I ſuffer, is, for. thee. 

Av. Words will have way: or grief, — 

vain, 

Wou' d burſt its paſſage, with th' out- ruſhing ſoul. 
What ſorrows ever match'd this mingled ſcene 
Of tenderneſs, and horror My ſon's murd'req 
Is Zamor !-—he, who guarded me, from murder, 
Is, alſo, Zamoer ! hold that image, faſt, 
Afflicted nature !—life, unwiſh'd, by me, 
Is due, to Zamor : young, belov'd, untry'd 
In hope's falſe failings, joys may make bim happy. 
My taſte of time is gone: and life, to me, 
Is but an ev'ning's walk, in rain, and d 
Father I am (at leaſt, I was, a father: 
But, _ ry 3 firſt, was form'd, a man. 
And, ſpite of nature's call, that cries for —_—_— 
The * of gratitude muſt ſtill be heard. 


Spite of theſe tears, I call by that lov d name ! 
Miſtake not my purſuit.— I cannot wiſh 
Thoſe horrible reliefs, that riſe, from blood. 
It ſhocks me, thro' a ſoul, that ala, for three ; 
Hard ſtroke of juſtice ! thus, to loſe, at once, 
My daughter, my deliv'rer, and my ſon. 

The council, with miſguided view to ſooth me, 
Ill choſe my tongue, to tell their dreadful will. 
True, I receiv'd the charge: for, I had in * 
And found it not impoſſihle, to ſave —_— A 
Zamor might make it eaſy. |. 

Zam. Can I? tell me: | 
Can Zamor ſave Alxira ?.. quickly tell 1 me : 


Alv. Caſt off thy idol-gods : and be a Chriſtian. 


dying. 


Atv. That * change reverſes all our fates. 
Kind to the courted ſouls 7 Pagan converts, 


Oh ! thou, ſo late my daughter ! thou ! whom, yes 


How ?—by what length of torments? and, tis * 
Zam. That were deſerving death, theongh fear f 


* 
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We have a law, remits their body's doom. 
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Shall Zamor's gods bow to the gods of Carlos? 

Why wou'd Alvarex bend me, down, to ſhame? 
Why wou'd he, thus, become the fpirit's tyrant? 

Into how ſtrange a ſnare am I impell'd !. 

Either Alxira dies, or lives, to ſcorn me! 

'Tell me,---when fortune gave thee to my power, 

Had I, at ſuch a purchace, held thy life, | | 

Tell me, with honeſt truth,. wou d'ſt thou have bought 


This latent law, by heav'n's peculiar mercy, B. 
Points out a road, and gives a right, to pardon. 1 
Religion can diſarm a Chriſtian's anger. 1 
Thy blood becomes a brother's, ſo converted A 
And with a living ſon, repays a dead. - © 1 
Prevented vengeance, ſeiz d in her deſcent, It 
So reſts, ſuſpended, and declines to fall. 
From thy new faith, A/zira draws new life; D 
And both are happy here, and bleſs'd hereafter. 1 
Why art thou ſilent? is the taſæ ſo hard, 
That adds eternal life, to life, below? ? A 
- - Speak;—from thy choice, determine my relief. B 
Fain wou'd I owe thee yet a ſecond being. 1 
Thou robb'ſt me of a life: reſtore one, to me. 1 
A childleſs father wiſhes thee to live. A 
Alzira is a Chriſtian : be thou ſo. © | ly 
Tis. all the recompence, my wrongs will urge. ; 
Zam. [To Ax. ] Shall we, thou faireſt, nobleſt, boat i E 
„ Eo Te „ | 1 
Shall we, ſo far, indulge our fear to die? ! 
Shall the ſoul's baſeneſs bid the body live? l 
1 
J. 
B 
Y 
4 


| v 

5 WET: | 4 | 
Av. I ſhou'd have pray'd the Power, I now im- | 
| plore, 7 


To widen, for his truth, a heart like thine: 
Dark as it is, yet, worthy to be Chriſtian. - 7 
Zam. [To Alx. ] Death has no pain, but what I feel 
2 for thee. | | 
Life has no power to charm, but what thou giv'ſ it. 
Thou, then, that art my ſoul, vouchſafe to guide it, 


But, 


oafſt 


But, 
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But, think I.. remember, ere thou bid'ſt me 4 
'Tis on a matter, of more weight than life; 
Tis on a ſubject, that concerns my gods: 
And, all thoſe gods, in one . my dear Alzira ? 
I truſt it to thy honour,...ſpeak,---and fix me. 
It thou conceiv'ſt it ſhame, thou wilt diſdain it. 
Alx. Then, hear me Zamor—my unhappy father- 
Diſpos'd my willing heart, twixt heav'n, and thee : 
The Gad, he choſe, was mine thou e per- 
na 
Accuſe it, as the weakneſs of my youth: | 
But, *twas not ſo. My ſoul, enlarg'd, and clear, 
Took in the ſolemn light of Chriſtian truth. + 
I ſaw,—at leaſt; I thought I faw, conviction. 
And, when my lips abjur'd my country's gods, 
My tecret heart confirm'd the change, within.. 
But, had I wanted that directive zeal, | 
Had I renounc'd my gods, yet ſtill believ'd em 3: 
'That---had not been an error, but a baſeneſs. 
That had been mocking heav'n's whole hoſt, at once FA 9 5 
The powers I quitted, and the Power I choſe. 
A change like that, had err'd beyond the tongue; 
And taught the filent, ſervile ſoul, to lie. | 
I.cou'd: have wilt'd, that faith had lent thee light, 
But ſince it did not, let thy virtue guide thee. FE 
Zam. I knew thy gen'rous choice, before I heard it. 
Who, that can die with thee, wou'd ſhun: ſuch death, 3 


— 


And live, to his own infamy ?---Not Zamor. 


Av. Stabborn deſtroyers of your ſelves, and mel 
Whom honour renders blind, and virtue cruel ! _ 
[ 4 dead March.) 4 
Hark . time preſſes. Theſe are ſounds o ß 
ſorrow. — 


Enter Don ALoxzo, follewd by a nix d Gunn of 88 
NIARDS and AMERICANS, mournful. EZ MONT. 
Allen. We bring, obcdient to his laſt command, 
Our dying captain, your unhappy ſon, _ 
Who Goda ner than to reach your boſom. 


„„ 


A furious crowd of his lamenting friends 
Preſs, to attend him, and revenge his blood. 


Enter Don CarLos : brought in by Sranisn Soldiers, Live 


and ſurrounded by a number of Followers, ſoma of whom The 


advance to ſeize ALZIRA. 


Zam. [Interpoſing) Wretches! 


A xira live: 
Mine was the ſingle guilt, 


be mine the vengeance. An 


Alx. Be feaſted, ye officious hounds of blood: 
Guiltleſs or guilty, tis my choiſe, to die 
Av. My ſon! my dying ſon ?—this filent paleneſs, Bur, 


# 
- A 
* 
1 


keep diſtanee. I t Sub 


This look, ſpeaks for thee, and forbids all hope Con 

Zam. (To D. Car.] Even to the lalt then, thou main- 4 

tain'ſt thy hate? . Fg But 

Come — ſee me ſuffer : mark my eye: and ſcorn me, 4 

If my expiring ſoul confeſſes fear. " 7 Thi 

Look - and be taught, at leaſt, to die by Zamor. 9 

Car [To Zam. ] I have no time, to copy out thy virtues: Go 

Zut, there are ſome of mine, I come to teach thee. I ſh 

I ſhou'd, in life, have given thy pride example? Ane 

Take it (too late) in death: and mark it, well. G 

[To Av.] Sir, my departing ſpirit ftaid its journey, Till 

Firſt, 'till my eyes might leave their beams in yours; * 

And their dim lights expire, amidſt your bleſſing. Lov 

Next, what you taught me, tis my taſk to ſhow, I we 

And die, the ſon of your paternal virtue. Anc 

——— Eager in life's warm race, | never ſtopp'd, Tak 

To look behind me, and review my way. Live 

- But, at the gole, before I judg'd it near, Reſi 

I ſtart, and recolle& forgotten ſlidings. Be f 

On the grave's ſerious verge, I turn, — and ſee [To. 
Humanity effac'd, to cheriſh pride: 

. Heaven has reveng'd the tarth—and heav'n is juſt? And 

Tou d my own blood but expiate all I ſhed, DE, May 

All, myraſh {word has drawn, from ſuff ring innocence, 2 

I ſhou'd lie down in duſt, and reſt in peace. If th 


Cheated by proſp'rous fortune, death deals plainly; MW The 
But—1 have learn'd to live, when life forſakes me. 
3 > : . : | 0 


waa 


Ent 


Safe, and forgiven, be the hand I fall by. 
Power is, yet, mine: and it abfolves my murder. 
Live, my proud enemy; and live, in freedom. 
Lwe, and obſerve, tho' Chriſtians oft act ill, | 
They muſt forgive ill actions, in another. | 
Ezmont, my friend! and you, ye friendleſs Indians f 
Subjects, not flaves ! be rul d, henceforth, by law. 
Be grateful to my pity, tho 'twas late; 
And teach your country's Kings, to fear no longer. 
Rival, learn, hence, the diff 'rence, 'twixt our gods: 
Thine have inſpir'd thee to purſue ar, . 5 3 
But, mine, when that revenge had reach'd my life, - 60 
Command me to eſteem, and give thee pardon. - OY 
Alv. Virtues like theſe, my fon, ſecure thy peace: l 
But double the diſtreſs of us, who loſe thee. 1 
Alx. Of all the painful wonders thou haſt caus'd me, 
This change, this language, will afflict me, moſt! *= 
Zam. Die, ſoon, or live for ever. If thou, thus, 
Go'ſt on, to charm my anger into envy, ; 
] ſhall repent, I was not born, a Chriſtian, 
And hate the juſtice, that compell'd my blow !. 
Car. I will go farther, yet; I will not leave thee, 
Till I have ſoften'd vengeance, into friendſhip. | 
Mournful Alxira has been too unhappy : 
Lov'd; to diſtreſs, and married to misfortune ! 
I wou'd do ſomething, to atone her wrongs : 
And, with a ſofter ſenſe, imprint her pity. 
Take her—and owe her, to the hand ſhe hates. 
Live, —and remember me, without a curſe. 
Reſume loſt empire, o'er your conquer'd fiates : 3 
Be friends, to Spain: nor enemies, to Carlos, [4 
[To Alu.] Vouchſafe my claim, Sir, to this ſon,” this 
—_— ; BR... 
And be, both father, and protector here. 1 
| May heav'n, and you, be kind! and they be Chriſtians? _ 
, - Zain, ] ftand immoveable,—confus'd !—aftoniſh'd }* ©  *| 
If theſe are Chriftian virtues, I am Chriſtian. — 8 
The faith, that can inſpire this gen'rous change 
Muſt be divine—and glows with all its God! 3 
2 | : | „„ - Friendſhip, 
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' Weeps your untimely death: and thanks your goodne{, 


— * 


„ 


Priendſhip, and conftancy, and right, and pity, 
All theſe, were leſſons, I had learnt, before, 
But, this unnat'ral grandeur of the ſoul 
Is more than mortal: and out-reaches virtue. | 
It draws,—TIt charms, It binds me, to be Chriſtian, 
It bids me bluſh, at my remember'd raſhneſs : 
Curſe my revenge—and pay thee all my love. 

| Fs [Throws himſelf at his fot 

Ax. A widow'd wife, bluſhing to be thus late, 
In her acknowledgment of tender pity; 
Low, at your injur'd feet, with proftrate heart, 

| | [ Kineels with Zamir, 


Torn, by contending paſſions, I want power, 
To ſpeak, a thouſand truths, I ſee you merit : 
But. honour, and confeſs, —your greatneſs, wrong'd. 
Car. Weep not, Alxira. I forgive, again. Tha 
For the laſt time, my father! lend your boſom. 


Live, to be bleſs'd ! and make Alxira ſo! J 
Remember, Zamor,— that a Chriſtian— Oh! [Di 
A.. [ ToExm.] I ſee the hand of heav'n, in our ini L 
fortune. | „5 © 
But, juſtice ſtrikes: and ſuff*rers muſt ſubmit. 72 
Woes are good counſellors: and, kindly, ſhow, 000 
What proſp'rous pride diſdains to let us know, . 
While in triumphant ſwell, on joy's light ſtream, | 

Down dance our wanton hopes, through life's gay” 00 
dream, | „ Th 

No care alarms, no cool reflection ſhakes: A. 

But all one pieaſure, all one madneſs, makes, W. 
Not ſo, when dorrow's bitter taſte is known! | Wiz 
'Fhen, graft we fighs, for others, on our own. NV 
Thben, the mind widening, takes in ſenſe, of all: Fr 
6 EM And pardon's voice we hear; and pity's call. hf 
N A * Wer” : a, ; : 2 | J 
Si. 
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| "Spoken by Mrs. Girrand. 


2 My Scene of deep Diſtreſs is, yet, behind ! 
Taſk'd, for the Epilogue, I fear you'll Blame 
yaban what you love, behind that Name. 
But, for my Soul, I can't, from ſuch high ſcening, 
Deſcend, plum down at once,—to double-meaning. 


no 'd I. 7udges ! protect me——and pronounce it fit, 6 
That ſolemn Senſe, ſhou'd end, with ſerious Wit. 
ingen the full Heart o'erflews, with pleaſing Pain, 
Diu by. ſbould wt awifh, to make th Impreſſion vain? 
mil. 77 by, when two thinking Hours, have fixt the Play, 


Shou'd tauo light Moments, laugh it's Uſe away ? 
'Tavere to proclaim your Virtues but a Teſt, ; 
2 Should they who ridicule em, pleaſe you beſt. 
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1 N 0,——at your Actors Hands, henceforth, require 5 


y- RM O7 rings more apt; and à ſublimer Fire! | 
Thoughts, that may rivet, not efface, the Scene: 
Aids to the Mind: not Flatt'ries for the Spleen. 


When Love, Hate, Pity, —Doubt, Hope, Grief, and Rage 


With claſhing Infl'ence, fire the glowing Stage; 
When the touch'd Heart, relenting into Woe, 
.. From others Fate, does its oaun Dangers know; 
When ſoft ning Tenderneſi uniocks, the Mind, _ 
And the firetch'd Boſom takes in all Mankind : 
I Sire! "ris mo Time, for the bold Hand of Wit 
P 1 70 ſnatch back Virtues, from the plunder'd Pit! 
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| 10 your , to cheriſh, and retain em, long | 


And Truth be taught the Art, to grow below'd; 4 


. 
Still be it ours, to give you Scenes, thus Prong, 
Then, ſhall the Stage its general Uſe endear; 


Aud every Virtue, gather Firmneſs, here. | 
Poab'r be, to Pardon,. Wealth to Pity, mou d; 


Women, to charm, with faſt, and ſure, Effet ; 
And Men, to love em, with a ſoft Reſpett, 
"Till Wit, found uſeful. goes for more than Name, 


Ad all whe feel its Infiuence fan its Flame, © 


